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She has given—who of us can say, 
“We can afford to give no more” ? 


At the beginning of the second year of War the American Red Cross goes to the public 
for the raising of the Second War Fund with a record which warrants continued con 
tributions to its great work of military and civil relief. 

As a patriotic citizen, join with your Red Cross Chapter to make this campaign successful 


Your Red Cross is the Army behind the Army. 


Give till your heart says stop. 


Contributed through Division of Advertising United States Gov't. Comm. on Public Information 
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Drawn by Orson Lowe i 


The Eloquence of the Hands 


Sue—“ Their names are Irish, and they look Irish but their gestures make one think they 
are perhaps French—or—” 


Hre—*“‘ Nothing of the sort! That’s just a habit they’ve formed from holding so much yarn 
for their wives and daughters.” 
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War 


A Timely Tribute to a National Institution 
By Roy K. Mouttron 


Illustrated by ALBERT LEVERING 


HE American mule, with all the artistic 
temperament of the movie actress and the 
pessimism of an ultimate consumer, has 
settled firmly into the collar and is helping 
to make the world safe for democracy. 

Attention has been called to this distinctly American 
institution by a recent requisition from “over there” 
for a hundred thousand more. 

The American mule never waits to be drafted. He 
always goes with the first expedition. He was in the 
present struggle three years ago. He helped roll back 
the Teutons at the Marne. For three years he fought 
for France and England. Today he is fighting for his 
own country and is happy, if a mule ever can be said 
to be happy. 

The mule is the most durable of all war munitions 
sent to France from this country. The only thing that 
can kill a mule outright is grief or disappointment. 
Shrapnel and bullets will not snuff him out. A mule 
can be shot so full of holes that his hide looks like a 
piece of old 
point lace, but 
he is still ready 
io pull his share 
of the load. 
That a hundred 
thousand more 
mules have 
been ordered 
does not mean 
that the mules 
are being killed 
off. It must be 
taken merely as 
an indication 
that the scope 
of the war is 
increasing. 











HARNESSED TO A PLow HE Is THE Most 
OrNeERY SPECIMEN OF FAUNAL LIFE 


No one knows whether it is patriotism or pessimism 
which makes the mule a ferocious fighter. Out on the 
peaceful Missouri plain, with the blue sky above him and 
the dicky birds singing sweetly, the mule is not happy. 
Harnessed to a plow he is the most ornery specimen of 
faunal life in America. His bump of ambition degener- 
ates into a fine, large depression. In the peaceful walks 
of life, he is a chronic invalid with no more pep than a 
bone-rimmed pacifist. He is a mental, moral and 
physical slacker. 

But, hitched to a cannon, where he can dodge the 
hurtling projectiles of a pitiless plutocracy and smell 
the delicious odor of burning powder, he is in his su- 
preme element. He raises his head and his tail and 
chants his hymn of hate—his timbrous song of defiance. 
War is never a failure to the American mule until they 
tie a fifty-pound rock to his ta{l to hold it down so that 
he cannot sing. When the mule’s tail is thus placed in 
chancery, his vocal cords become powerless. The mule 
is peculiar among animals in this regard, as he 
is in sO many 
other things. 

He thrives 
luxuriantly 
uponadversity. 
To him it is the 
elixir of life. 
He never grows 
absolutely de- 
spondent until 
things begin to 
go right; then 
in all the world 
nothing can 
hold a candle 
to him for pure 
sogginess and 
grim despair. 














Tue American Nation Owes Mucu To 
Tuts StreNvuous Patriot 











It is then, too, that his song 
changes from the pure Caruso- 
esque to the painful twanging of 
a 79-cent ukelele out of tune. 
The American nation owes 
much to this strenuous patriot. 
In the realms of conquest he is a 
Cortez, an Alexander, but in the 
realms of agriculture and other 
homely forms of endeavor he is a 
Macawber. Attached to an agri- 
cultural implement he sits down 
in the harness and weeps and at 
the end of the imperfect day 
kicks the hired man through the 
side of the barn, just to express 











Possibly 
“Say, pa?” 
“What is it?” 
“When deaf mutes have hot words, 
don’t they get their fingers burned?” 


Bent Over 

“Another scientific scare.’ 

“Huh?” 

“Scientistis fear that these im- 
mense knitting bags may cause a 
race of lopsided ladies.”’ 

Those Girls 

Elsie—Why did Bess turn down 
Jack? 


Eloise—Too cocky. 


’ 








his disgust over the rural inter- 
pretation of the cosmic urge. 

The mule at the plow is 
like a prima donna at a wash- 
board. To join the army is his ambition, for war 
is his trade and, if they would please the mules, they 
would keep this conflict going indefinitely. In the ideal 
thesaurus of the genus mule, there is no such word as 
peace. 
From Lexington to Bar-le-Duc the American mule 
has performed deeds of valor for his country. He has 
gone without food until he has resembled an animated 
hatrack. He has lugged field pieces up the side of per- 
pendicular cliffs and has waded in mud up to his ears 
to get into the first trenches and bray defiance at the 
enemy and his only reward up to this time has been to 
be made the emblem of the Democratic party. 

Pray, what has the eagle done to get its likeness on 
the silver dollar? 

The American mule delivers the goods. 


Cause and Effect 
“What in the world makes our children so scrappy these 
days, do you suppose?” 
‘Eating so much war-bread, I reckon.” 


Doing Her Bit 
“Mighty few women are sincerely observing as many 
sweetless days as they should.” 
“My wife is. She hasn’t been sweet to me for a month.” 


Hitcuev to a Cannon He Is in His 
SupREME ELEMENT 


Elsie—Well, then, why did she 
turn down Jim? 
Eloise—No khaki. 


These Fashion Plates 


By Srricktanp GILLILAN 


| saw a luscious damsel chastely half-toned in the sheet 
That my subway fellow-passenger was reading as he rode. 
I waited, all impatience, till he left it in his seat 
As he made a running jump to leave the car, for his abode. 
I knew this dainty creature of whose beauty I’d a glimpse 
Was a peach that all romantically some day I should meet. 
This only was the caption: “Startling new effect in guimpes”— 
Now that’s sure an awful handle for a maiden fair and sweet! 


Once another, dewy-dimpled, and with rare and roguish eyes, 
I discovered in the paper and I fell for her, ker-plunk! 
To my bachelordom lonely she appeared a priceless prize, 
And I murmured in my rapture “Single blessedness is bunk!” 
Then my pince-nez I adjusted and I turned her to the light 
So her name I might discover, that I soon should seek her out. 
But I read beneath that picture “Skirts again are rather tight”; 
And I used some words my uncle used to mingle with his gout. 


This is cruelty to animals—the plainest, baldest kind: 
Printing pictures in the paper, of some jeune and juicy Jane 
Of the type that play most havoc in the male unmarried mind 
And convince him that his theories of living have been vain— 
Printing such and rousing hunger for the altar and the ring, 
Till the blood of any celibate is just about to boil, 
Then ironically tell him, when his heart’s begun to sing, 
She’s “ The right-up-to-the-minute springtime fancy in blue voile.” 
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Atmost DIscovERED 


Milly—Duck, Tilly! Here come the chaps we danced with last night! 
Tilly—I wonder if they really think we are débutantes! 
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Would You Rather Be a Beautiful Stenographer 
or an Architect ?P 


By Kennetu L. Roserts 

TENOGRAPHERS are the godsends who are responsible for 
the neat and readable letters which are marred by the illegible 
signatures of millions of professional and business men, each 
day. If all the stenographers were to go on strike at a given 
moment, and their employers were forced to take pen in hand 
and write their letters themselves, every business man in the world 
would be running around in circles with a letter in his hand, wildly asking 

every other business man: “ What’s this word?” 

Stenographers have done much to elevate the tone of business. 
Self-made merchants who would normally sit around their offices with 
their coats off, their hats cocked over one eye and their feet on their 
desks will often, after hiring beautiful stenographers, keep their feet off 
the desks and wear their hats straight. A stenographer will always be a 
mystery to her employer because of her strange ability to keep her face, 
hands and garments clean while her employer, in the same office, is 
accumulating enough grime to soil seven or eight men. Some stenog- 
raphers irritate their employers by being unable to spell or typewrite 
properly. Such unpleasant conditions are usually solved when the 
stenographers marry young men in the office. Other stenographers, 
whose spelling and typewriting are perfect, often do the same thing, thus 
causing their employers untold annoyance. 


And now for some reasons as to why is an architect 


N architect is a man who prevents his clients from ruining the land- 
scape by building the sort of houses they think they want. If it 
weren't for the architect, the average man would build a house 

with the kitchen sink in the front hall and no windows in the guest 
chamber. Occasionally a willful man refuses to employ an architect, 
and designs his house himself. When this happens, it costs him about 
$11,000 more than he had figured on paying for it, and its appearance is so 
revolting that real estate in the neighborhood falls 33 per cent. as soon 
as people see how it is going to look. 

All architects are doomed to unhappiness, because the people for 
whom they draw plans insist on having the plans re-drawn at the last 
minute to include some ideas which are hideous and unnecessary, from 
the architect’s viewpoint. Architects are considered cranky by many; 
but without their assistance, some of our leading residential districts 
would look like evil dreams. 


Taking a Crack at the Cracker 


URING a trip of the University of Florida baseball team in that 
state, the ““Wood Burner Limited,” upon which they were trav- 
eling, pulled up one broiling hot afternoon at a “‘Cracker” settle- 

ment which boasted little more than a turpentine “still” and a disrepu- 
table-looking general store. The pinch hitter of the team stuck his head 
out of the car window and surveyed the landscape; espying a tall, lean 
leisurely-looking individual sitting on the ground in the shade of the 
store, he called out loudly and beckoned to him. The Cracker, after due 
deliberation, slowly unfolded himself, dodged a bunch of razor back hogs 
and waded heavily through the sand across the street toward the train; 
whereupon the college man demanded: “Do you live here?” The 
Cracker slowly replied, ‘Yas, I live here.” ‘‘Well, why in blazes don’t 
you move?”’ retorted the pinch hitter. The train pulled out just in time 
to prevent casualties. 
Greater Wisdom 

Little Mary had to wear her sisters’ cast-off dresses to school. One day Miss 
Primm, the teacher, said: ‘‘ All those who know the answer to this question raise 
their hands.” 

“Why, Mary,” she exclaimed, “you knew the answer yesterday!” 

“Well, I can’t 1aise my hand. My dress might rip.” 








Drawn by F. M. Fourettr 
Private O’Connor (Third day out)—For 
the love o’ Heaven, Sergeant, signal a 
4 , 
submarine and let her shoot! I can’t 
stand this no longer. 














































Drawn by H. C. Greeninc 
Tuincs A Ficuter Doesn’t Write ABouT 


“That night in No Man’s Land, nerves, eyes and ears strained to. bursting, 
when the lightning bug flashed right in front of our face!” 


Only One of the Species 


T happened in the German capital a few months after war had 

been declared on the Allies. 

Two middle-aged German business men were standing 
talking on the street and one, becoming excited, exclaimed, “I 
tell you what, that idiot of an Emperor— 

His discourse was cut short by the dvenpion of a heavy 
hand on his shoulder. Turning quickly, he was confronted by 
a German policeman who informed him he was under arrest. 

“What for?”’ asked the captor, beginning to weaken. 

“For uttering treason against your Emperor.” 

“Oh, but you didn’t let me finish. I was going to say “that 
idiot of an Emperor of Japan.” 

““No you don’t,” replied the policeman. ‘“‘There’s only one 
idiot of an Emperor. Come along with me.” 


Their Demand 

“Our fire company went on a strike day before yesterday,” stated the 
landlord of the Petunia tavern. ‘‘ They say they will stay out until their 
demand is granted.” 

“But I am told that they are a volunteer company, working entirely 
without pay,” said the patent chrun man. “So it can hardly be a ques- 
tion of higher wages?”’ 

“Nope! They are public spirited, all right, and wouldn’t ask more 
_ pay. What they demand is fewer fires.” 


The Modern Reveller 


By Howarp Dietz 
[T° former days and former wars 


When Tommy was on furlough 
Away from tawdry battle roars, 
You’d find him with his girl O! 
Or else you’d see him raising Cain 
At music hall or frolic, 
And coughing up his monthly gain 
For fluids alcoholic. 


But nowadays and nowanights, 
The soldier free from duty 
Spends little time in seeing sights 
And frittering his booty; 
For I have watched him closely and 
I’ve come to this conviction— 
That every soldier in the land 
Is busy writing fiction. 


Digital Dexterity 
“This machine-gun can fire six hundred shots 
a minute,” said the officer. 
“You don’t say,’”’ marveled the fair visitor, “I 
don’t see how any one can pull the trigger so fast.” 


His Opinion 
Willis—What do you think of this plan of 
turning all the clocks ahead an hour each day? 
Gillis—Just another foxy scheme of the bankers 
to make a man’s notes come due sooner, I think. 





Drawn by C. D. Smacy 
Gettrinc Even Witn Uncte Sam 


“Ha, Ha, Ha! I fool Ungle Sam all right. I buy 
vun ov dem Liberty Bonds for fifty tollars und den 
I tear id up chust like id vus nodding.” 
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Drawn by C. F. Peters 





“Do you fare well on the submarine chasers, Lieutenant, or do you suffer from shortage of anything? ” 


” 


“Well, there is getting to be quite a shortage of submarines. 


An Invitation 

" RS. WOMBAT has invited 
us over to play cards to- 
night.” 

“Well, well, my dear, why this 
sudden interest? She never invited us 
before.” 

“She gave a party this afternoon 
and I suspect she has some grub left 
over that she doesn’t like to see go 
entirely to waste.” 


Too Much to Ask 

The lady—Can I have this sent on 
approval? 

Clerk—Yes, madam; but you'll 
have to return it in seven days. 

The lady—Goodness gracious! How 
can I make up my mind in seven 
days! 

The Reason Why 

“Why is it, do you suppose, we do 
not produce any good literary men, as 
they do in England?” 

‘Because we have no other country 
where they can be exploited. England 


has America.” 








Drawn by W. R. Van AspaLe 
One Puppy—Gee, how wouid you like to 


get into a scrap with him. 
Other Puppy—Ah—I’ll betcha my daddy 
could lick him, alright. 


Maybe He Was 
‘“*So the doctor is going to operate 
on you tomorrow?” 
“Ves,” said the financier, “and he 
looks as happy as if he were going to 
cut a melon.” 


The Disconcerted Druggist 
“The girls seem to have deserted 
my place since I fired my handsome 


. soda clerk.” 


‘Ves, I guess they liked his phiz.” 
“But I’m dispensing the same fizz.”’ 


Explained 
Willis—What caused the row be- 
tween Bump and his wife? 
Gillis—They went out to a theater 
last night and Bump hired a taxi to 
take them home. When the driver 
asked him where to, Bump said 
‘“‘Home,” and the driver said,“ Which 
one?” 
In the Dining Car 
“Waiter, bring me all the food I can 
get for two dollars.”’ 
‘You said a mouthful, boss.’ 


’ 
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Traced from an Ancien ‘ash-Boiler, by H. Parmer 
7 d | t Wash-Boiler, by H. P 








Tue LaunprReEss’s STRIKE AT Camp ATHENS, OR Wuy GENERAL Cu1n-SPINACH Hap To WaAsuH 
His Own Socks 


Husbands—A Necessary Evil 


By A. B. 


become dull and uninteresting and turn into hus- 

bands. Husbands are all just alike, and can be 
sorted out of any social gathering by the same set ex- 
pression about the eyes and mouth. 

It is more trouble to teach a husband to fetch and 
carry than a fox terrier puppy, and as a rule the 
puppy acts much better when there is company 
around. Husbands wait until some Sunday morning 
when you have distinguished 
guests with you for the week- 
end. They burrow in the 
back of the closet and pull 
things off the high shelves 
and go through the rag-bag. 
Then they appear at the 
breakfast table in the coat 
of one suit, the trousers of 
another, and a fancy vest, 
with an inch-wide tie tied in 
a four-in-hand as a finish. 
And when you advertise your 
horror in a frantic effort to 
convince the visitors that he 
is suffering from temporary 
aberration, any and every 
husband will assume an air 
of bewildered innocence and 


F eeone de 20 after the wedding ceremony men 


say: 
“Why, what’s the matter 
with this? It’s just what | 


wear every Sunday morning 


when there’s no one here!” "" Wj) N : 
Husbands always keep Mf oS 
the Sunday papers on the “—* — 
floor. No man ever does this ‘ Th. 
until he is married. His Pee (||| 
mother will not let him. are ( 
Husbands read to you the now. 
printed recipes they find on Dr by Orson Lowe 


the woman’s page of the 





REVERSED ON ENTIRELY LEGAL APPEAL 


Bootu 


paper. They get enthusiastic about some dish they 
have always declared they would rather die than eat, 
and say, 

“Now there’s an idea for you. 
have something like that?” 

Women acquire a husband for much the same 
reason that a man gets a cane: They are a fearful 
bother but one presents a better appearance with one 
in hand. 


Why can’t we ever 


Fifty-fifty 

HE 6 o’clock whistle had 
just sounded at the great 
manufacturing plant. The skep- 
tic drew his watch and pointed 
to the minute hand. “Look at 
the trickery of these great cor- 
porations,”’ he said. ‘‘ Note that 
the whistle blows one minute 
after 6 o'clock. They gain a 
minute’s unrewarded toil from 
each man in the plant. There 
are 5,000 men, we'll say. Five 
thousand minutes mean*eighty- 
three hours, or more than ten 
full working days. Do you see 

the robbery of it?” 
“T do not,” said the Cheerful 
Idiot. “They might gain ten 
= i full working days by tooting the 


wa 
“<“S a\\ whistle a minute back of the 
as schedule, but you don’t figure the 
other end of the argument: I'll bet 
== there has been twenty-five years 


= of company time wasted over 
there to-day arguing the proba- 
ee bilities of the baseball season.” 


Misunderstood 
Proprietor—Do you drink? 
Applicant for job—Thank you, 

sir, I'll have a small one! 
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Egg View Notes 


By Leste Van Every 


STRANGER in one 
A of them there brown 
soldier suits was in 
Bill Waite’s grocery Mon- 


day afternoon, so Bill, who Firiniritesl 
has been reading up, —~——~= 


reached onto a shelf and 
gave him a choice package 
of tobacco, which the 
stranger tried, and then 
accused Bill of being pro- 
German. 

Ambrose Crosslots says: 
“Some folks who git bap- 
tized dry off too quick.” 

Tink Nitz, who bought 
an expert high grade red 
and green fishing bobber 
in Pollywog last week, held 
it in a barrel yesterday to 
see how it looked under 
water. 

Corny Paine thinks that 
short-distance traveling by 
rail can’t be done with 
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Drawn by BarkspaLe RoGERS 
Jack—Tom’s the lucky guy! Captured forty germans single- 
handed. Now he’ll get special mention and the war cross! 
Jim—Lucky! I guess not! He just wanted a cigarette and they 
didn’t have a one on them! 


blowed for Egg View before 
he could get his shoes off. 
Ote Gimber, and horse, 
who are moving a Mr. But- 
ton Edgin’s family fur- 
niture here from Spring 
Ledge, narrowly escaped 
getting into serious trouble 
in that town Tuesday after- 
noon. Ote was driving 
along astreet, when Button 
discovered that chairs and 
things were losing outof the 
hind end of the wagon. 
Ote quickly decided that 
a prop was needed. As luck 
would have it, he looked at 


. the sideentrance to a build- 


ing close by, and saw a sign 
reading “‘Use this door.” 
Ote tried to, but couldn’t 
get it off of the hinges. 
The vigorous spring cam- 
paign for crushed stone 
roads, which started in cer- 
tain parts of this neighbor- 
hood a short time ago, is 
being bitterly opposed and 


much comfort. Friday morning, he returned homefrom discouraged by Pin Tossel, who claims that the high- 


Pollywog on the train, and reports that the engine 


ways would be rendered unfit for crops of any kind. 





Drawn by Joun ConacHER 


The Austrian Eagle—Two heads are better than one. 
American Eagle—Until the morning after, Fritz. 


it 
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RUGS, CARPETS 
DOORMATS 


|| FOR SALE CHEAP 
























































Drawn by C. W. Kanes 
Tue Rerininc INFLUENCE OF THE MOVIES 
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Drawn by Ancus MacDona.u 
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THE GUARDIAN ANGEL 


From the Guam Gazette of 2175 


certain cereals with the object of finding the secret, 


certain began, in about 2050, to experiment with 
buried with their ancestors, of making a delectable 


and exhilarating liquid known 
to our forefathers under the vari- 
ous names of beer, whiskey, gin 
and wine. 

This craze soon became a ver- 
itable mania among the chemists 
at the middle of the twenty-first 
century, and numbered among 
its cerebral victims almost as 
many as the old tomes inform us 
the philosopher’s stone, the Kee- 
ley motor and the attempt to 
extract gold from sea water 
claimed in those days. 

The recipe for making what 
was known to those ancients as 
““booze-water,” “jag-water”’ and 
the “cooling yellow”’ has, alas! 
never been refound. The process 


By Benjamin De Casseres 


DONT EAT 
WHEAT 
on TUESDAYS 


MEAT 
a 












wiear 
on THURSDAYS 
Pork 
SATURDAYS 








Drawn by Sanrorp TousEy 


Waiter—Here’s what not to eat, sir. 
Dyspeptic—That’s easy. What worries me 
is what to eat! 


of extracting this transfiguring fluid from humble grains 
remains to this day as unexplainable as the statue of 
“Old John Barleycorn,” dug up on the Atlantic slopes, 


and which as it stands in our 
museum, has excited so much 
curiosity and speculation. 


The Only Way 
Willis—Do you think there is any 
way that burglars could get into your 
apartments? 
Gillis—Only on a 50-50 divvy with 
the janitor. 


A Noisy Neighborhood 
Dyer—Is yours a noisy neighborhood? 
Ryer—Yes, it’s full of pacifists. 


In Fashion 
Knicker—Sleep knits the ravelled 
sleeve of care. 
Bocker— Making a sweater, eh? 








Rowdy’s Achievement 
By Tom P. 


Y baby, Rowdy, is a world beater!’’ boasted Mr. Gap 
Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. “He crawled into 
the oven to hide tuther day when his Maw wasn’t 

looking, and drug the door shut after him. I reckon he fell 

asleep, for when wife kindled a fire in the stove about an hour 
later he didn’t make no objection for a spell. And then he 
came busting forth like a bat out of Torment, and, although 
he can hardly talk plain under ordinary circumstances, he 
was cussing every bit as loud and clear as any of the big kids 
could have done. Aw, I tell you, Rowdy is a good *un when 


1? 


he actually unbelts! 


MorcGAn 


«eé 


Partir 3 of the Ways 

“ Blinks can’t come to a decision.” 

“ About what ?” 

“He got a raise last month and now he can support either a 
wife or an auto.” 

The Limit 

She—Did your daughter marry a rising man? 

He—Say, that chap wouldn’t rise if the band played the “Star 
Spangled Banner” at the beginning of the seventh inning. 




















Drawn by C. F. Perers 
“T just love it, but $95 is rather expensive when one is sup- 

posed to be economizing.”’ 
“You might look at some more expensive ones first, just to 


ease your cx mscience. 
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Drawn by R. B. Funter 
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Altered 
By 
OU wouldn’t know your Percy now, 


Berton BRALEY 


When he came he was a sissy 


And his ways were very prissy. 

But he’s undergone a change somehow; 
He was really quite a model 
Of a perfect molly-coddle; 

But you wouldn’t know your Percy now. 


You wouldn’t know your Percy now, 

At first he scorned the army chow, 
He was used to dainty dishes 
Cooked according to his wishes. 

But he went upon a hike—and wow! 
You should see him fill his mess-kit 
With the food to swell his weskit, 

No, you wouldn’t know vour Percy now. 


You wouldn’t know your Percy now, 

He was one to whom the swells kow-tow, 
Now he pals with Mike the baker, 
And with Tim the boiler-maker, 

And with Jack who sailed a garbage scow; 
What the army made him see was 
They were better men than he was, 

And you wouldn’t know your Percy now. 


You wouldn’t know your Percy now, 
His chest was thirty-two, I vow. 
Now it bulges like a barrel 
And he cleaned up Pat O’Farrel 
In a recent little friendly row; 
For at last he’s joined the crowd of 
Husky chaps worth being proud of 
And you wouldn’t know your Percy now! 








There is tan upon his snow-white brow, 





_—— 














Drawn by WattTeR De Maris 


Wuen A Man “Sets Rep” 





Her Awakening SS 


By Opnetia Lecco AK. 


HERE was once an old (ye 
maid who had seen better: ~~ 


days, although she still 
found the society of men a great 
delight. 

One day a stove man came to 
install a new stove in her kitchen. 
He was a good-looking stove man 
with a pleasing smile and the old 
maid was at once a victim to his 
winsome ways. 

After a long time, owing to 
much conversation, encouraged 
by the old maid, the stove was 
properly set up, and the stove 
man was invited to remain and 
have something to eat, which he 
did. It was with much sadness 
that the old maid finally allowed 
him to depart. 

A few days later the old maid 
received the bill. The stove man 
had charged her one dollar an 
hour from the time he left his shop until the time 
he re-entered it. 


Drawn 


Doing It Wrong 
Uncle Walt’s Exclusive 


TAKE my large tin harp and swat it; and then 

there comes some all-wise sharp, who says, in 

ringing tones, “‘Dod-rot it! That is no way to 
play a harp!” 

Few people in this world will warm you with words 
of praise, you need so much; but there are thousands 
to inform you that you botch everything you touch. 

I paint my barn a lovely yellow, and border it with 
glowing red; then up there comes some critic fellow, 
who says, “Such hues would strike one dead! No man 
like Angelo indorses such combinations fierce, I say! 
Your barn will scare the passing horses, and make the 
blamed things run away!” 

Oh, while I painted I was cheerful, and thought 
this world a festive place; but this rebuke has made 
me tearful, and brine is streaming down my face. It’s 
hard to work away like Titian, producing such a master- 
piece, to satisfy the soul’s ambition, reviving arts of 
ancient Greece; it’s hard, I say, to paint like blazes, 
then have a cheap skate come along, convincing you by 
jeering phrases that all you do you’re doing wrong. 





by R. B. Futver 


The Cheerful One—Git out your harmonica 
an’ give us some music, will ye, Sam? 





\\ Qy/iiJ WY ie? Generosity ; 
Wy ie ABY Jim had found Virginia’s 
| J) Ch? sack of candy unguarded and 
/ ; had appropriated the contents. 


Later he confessed his sin and tried to 
impress upon his listeners that it 
might have been worse. 

“TI ate all Virginia’s candy,” said 
he, “but I left the bag for her to pop!” 


Vocational Troubles 
“Take it from me,” said the mani- 
cure girl applying her orange stick, 
“when it comes to holding good 
hands, my deck seems to be full of 
nothing but knaves or jokers.” 


The Way Out 
Larry—Can’t I sign up for one 
little dance, Lil? 
Lillian—Honest, 
subscribed now. 
Larry—Then why not resort to the 
selective draft? 


boy, I’m_ over- 


Those Dear Girls 
Maude—I like Dick! 
Alice—You always were simple in your tastes, dear! 


by Walt Mason 


Weekly Message to Judge 


with smiles and chortles, and that you’re a 
looloobird. ° 

I go to milk the cow when seven is stricken by the 
village clock; I have no troubles under heaven, a brave 
heart beats beneath my smock. There comes a stale 
bewhiskered neighbor, who leans against the stable 
door; he looks upon me as I labor, and soon his com- 
ments make me sore. He says the way I milk is crazy; 
I’m on the wrong side of the cow; he talks until my 
wits grow hazy; I break the milk-stool on his brow. 
Thus am I oft to fury driven, by Smith and Robinson 
and Jones; I slay and plant them, all unshriven, and 
pay afineof seven bones. I hate it that I am imbruing 
my hands in blood the whole day long; but folks insist 
that all I’m doing is punk and wapperjawed and wrong. 

I sit before my humble hovel, when day is done and 
twilight falls; and start to read a corking novel, the 
kind for which my spirit calls. Then comes Jim Jinks 
or Reuben Riffle, who sits and makes himself at home, 
and says such books are simply pifle—I ought to read 
up Gibbon’s “Rome.” Such butting in’s beyond all 


say 





Yet such is life; a hundred mortals will hand _ pardon, and at the rising of the sun another grave is in 
to you the caustic word, where one will come my garden, another notch is on my gun. 
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Drawn by E. Fionri 
“IT Stay ano PLtant Tuem, Att Unsuariven, anp Pay a Fine or Seven Bones.” 
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“Et celui-ci, de quelle race est-il?” 
“Quelle race préférez-vous?” 
“And this one—what’s his breed?” 
“What breed do you prefer?”—L 
Méle (Paris) 
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Waiting—A country clergyman who 
was nailing up a refractory creeper 
observed a young lad watching him for a 
long time with obvious interest. 

‘“‘Well, my young friend,” he said smil- 
ingly, ‘‘are you trying to get a hint or two 
on gardening?” 

“Noa!” said the youth. 

“Are you surpised to see me working 
like this?” 

““Noa! I do be waiting to see what a 
parson do say when he hammers his 
thoomb!”—Chicago Herald. 


Forethought—A country minister 
was driving a spirited horse through the 
village, when he overtook the local phy- 
sician on foot. 

‘Jump in, doctor!” he said, pulling up. 
“I’ve got a horse here that goes pretty 
well.”’ 

The doctor jumped in and the 
drove off. 

The horse did not go well and ended 
in tipping over the carriage and spilling 
both the occupants. 

The doctor rose to his feet and felt him- 
self all over to see if he was injured. 

“Look here,” he exclaimed, “‘what do 


parson 


ee ee 


A. Digest o 


you mean by inviting me to ride behind a 
horse like that?” 

“Well, you see,” gasped the parson, 
“luckily this time there’s no bones 
broken; but I always like to have a doc- 
tor with me when I drive that horse!””— 
Chicago News. 


Wanted a Substitute—“ John,” said 
the clergyman to his new man, “do you— 
er—ever employ strong language?” 

The new man blushed, self-consciously. 

“Well, sir,” he faltered, ‘““I—I may be a 
little carelesslike in my speech at times.”’ 

*“* Ah,” murmured the clergyman, “I’m 
sorry, John—I’m sorry! But we will 
converse on that at some more fitting 
time. Just now I want you to go to 
Jenkison & Blenkinson and settle this 
bill for repairing my summer house. 
And you might talk to them, John, as if 
it were your own bill, in a carelesslike 
sort of way. Will you, John?”—Pitts- 
burgh Chronicle-Telegraph. 


The German Mother Hubbard 
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(‘The quantity of wheat seized was insig- 
nificant, and to obtain it the German soldiers 
have created among the Ukrainian people an 
undying hatred of Germany.”—Daily Press.) 
Old Kaiser Cain 
Went to Ukraine 
To get his starved people some corn; 
But when he got there 
The Ukraine was bare— 
And the Huns wish they’d never been born. 


—London Opinion. 
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“Doesn’t the War get on your nerves?” 


““O—o, frightfully, frightfully! 
clean off my drive!”—Passing Show 
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Too Bad—‘‘Too bad about Tom and 
the girl he’s engaged to. Neither one of 
them is good enough for the other.” 

*“Where did you get-that idea?” 

“T’ve been talking the matter over with 
both families.” —Boston Transcript. 


One on Pa—Parent—Maria, what 
was you and ‘young Gassam doin’ last 
night when your little brother caught 
you? 

Clever daughter—Nothing, pa, except 
quietly discussing practical experimenta- 
tion of osculatory theories. 

Parent—And that precious young 
rascal told me he was a-kissin’ you!— 
Baltimore American. 


Wanted a Change—Old Roxleigh— 
You marry my daughter? Why, you are 
supported by your father. 

Suitor—Yes, sir, but my gov’nor is 
tired of supporting me he says, and I 
thought I’d get into another family.— 
Boston Transcript. 


Twice Lucky—S/e—Tom, do you 
remember the night you asked papa for 
my hand, how fortunate you were? 

He—Perfectly—he asked me to lend 


him $10 and I didn’t have it.—Boston 


Transcript. 

















“On n’est pas mal ici, mais ¢a manque de 
distractions.” 

“C'est dommage que le tabac ne soit pas en- 
core inventé!” 

“Pretty comfortable here, but I wish we 
had some diversion.” 


“Yes: it’s a shame tobacco hasn’t been 
invented yet.”—La Baionnette (Paris). 





LAW and LAWYERS | 








His Opening—In Mississippi they 
tell of a young lawyer retained to defend 
a man charged with the theft of a pig. 
The young man seemed determined to 
convince the jury that he was born to 
shine, and accordingly he delivered the 
following exordium: 

“May it please the court and gentle- 
men of the jury, while Europe is bathed 
in blood; while classic Greece is strug- 
gling for her rights and liberties, and 
trampling the unhallowed altars of the 
beardless infidels to dust; while the 
United States, entering the war, shines 
forth the brightest orb in the political 
sky—I, with due diffidence, rise to defend 
the cause of this humble hog thief.”— 
Case and Comment. 


Curiosity—While a suit was being 
tried a woman in the case persisted in com- 
menting loudly on each answer given by 
a witness. The judge repeatedly directed 
her to keep quiet, but she went on audi- 
bly contradicting the witness. Finally 
the judge said: 

“Madam, the Court demands that you 
remain quiet. Unless you do so, you will 
be held in contempt.” 

Giving the judge a savage look, the 
woman turned to her attorney and in- 
quired: “Who is that guy that’s buttin’ 
in all the time?”’—Pittsburgh Post. 


He Would Quit—Senator John W. 
Smith of Maryland recently recalled the 
following story to illustrate the “great 


drought of some legal arguments’’: Some 
time since a rather youthful lawyer had a 
case in which he wished to make a hit, 
and to that end he looked up authorities 
that took him back to the days of Julius 
Cesar. At the end of an hour and a half 
he was pained to observe what looked like 
inattention on the part of the court. Ap- 
parently the judge was not appreciating 
the fine points of his arguments. “Your 
honor,” said he, pausing in his plea and 
turning to the bench, “I beg your pardon, 
but are you following me?” 

“T have so far,” answered the judge, 
wearily shifting about in his chair, “but 
if I thought that I could find my way 
back I would quit right here.” —Argonaut. 


Fixes His Own Rates—‘ A lawyer is 
always willing to bear the burdens of 
others,”’ observed the sage. 

“Yes,”’ commented the fool, “but he 
will fix his own freight rates.””—M ilwau- 
kee Sentinel. 


True Superiority 





Mapame Novuvoricue—Encore des folies, 
Ernest! Je te vois une belle épingle de cravate. 
Combien las-tu payée? 

Monsieur NovuvoricHe—Je n’en sais 
rien. Quand j'ai envie d’une chose, ce serait 
déshonorant pour moi de demander le prix avant 
de commander I object. 

Mrs. Newlyrich—My! Ernest, that’s a fine 
scarf pin you have there! How much did it 
cost! 

Mr. Newlyrich—Haven’t the slightest idea. 
You don’t suppose I’d bother with a vulgar 
detail like asking the price of a thing before 
charging it!—Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 


Another Solomon—‘It’s my cor- 
net,”’ George T. McCrudden told the 
judge in the Gilbertville, N. Y., police 
court recently. 

“Isn’t either. It’s mine,’ 
Frederick Chandler. 

“Well, if it’s yours, let’s hear you play 
it,” his honor suggested, whereupon 
George took a deep breath, pursed up his 
lips, and began manfully. 

“Thirty days,” quoth the judge 
briefly when order had been restored, 
“and for heaven’s sake somebody take 
that cornet away from him and give it to 
Mr. Chandler.”—New York Tribune. 


, 


asserted 





Holding Him to His Word—‘I 
thought you said when we began this 
case in court,” said the lawyer, “‘that it 
wasn’t the money you were after but the 
principle of the thing.” 

“T did say that, but what of it?” 

“Do you still feel that way about it?” 

“Of course I do.” 

“Well, in that event, since we have 
just won a splendid victory, I’ll keep the 
money the jury awarded you, and you 
may have the verdict.”—Detroit Free 
Press. 


The Judge’s Wit—It appears that 
one day while Justice Darling was trying 
a case he was disturbed by a young man 
who kept moving about in the rear of the 
court, lifting chairs and prying under 
seats. 

“Young man,” exclaimed the learned 
judge at last, “you are making a good 
deal of unnecessary noise. What are you 
doing?” 

“*M’lord,” replied the offender, “I have 
lost my overcoat and am trying to find 
ly 

“Well,” came the witty reply, “‘ people 
often lose whole suits in here without 
making all that fuss.” —Pearson’s Weekly. 


A Pertinent Point—‘Why do you 
ask for another trial? Your client took 
the money.” : 

“On the grounds of newly discovered 
evidence, your honor. Something I can 
put on the stand.” 

“Of what nature?” 

“*T didn’t know he had a pretty wife.” 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Russian National Dance 














Nationaltanz—Finale. 


The final flourish.—Nebelspalter (Zurich.) 


























Light Rations 




















‘Early to bed and early to rise 
Makes a man healthy, and wealthy, and 
wise”’: 
And the truth of this Early Victorian motto 
We soon shall discover, because we have 
got-to!—The Bystander (London). 
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His Dependent—‘“ So you want to get 
exempted. Have you any one dependent 
on you?” 

“Oh, yaas, sah, suah, sah. My wife, 
she depends on me, sah, to carry her wash 
home, sah.’’—Baltimore American. 


The Best Policy—‘Well, Henry,” 
said the judge, “I see you are in trouble 
again!” 

““Yessuh,” replied the negro. ‘De las’ 
time, Jedge, you rec’lect, you was mah 
lawyuh.”’ 

“Where is your lawyer this time?” 

“T ain’t got no lawyuh dis time,” said 
Henry. ‘“Ah’s gwine to tell de troof.”-— 
Harper’s Magazine. 


Had a Call—A colored man _ in 
Philadelphia requested his employer 
to release him so that he could go 
south. 

“What do you want to go for, Lafay- 
ette?” 

“Cos I’se called to a church down dar.” 

“Called to a church? What are you 
going to be?” 

“T’se goin’ to be sumfin. I dunno 
whedder I be de pasture or de sextant or 
de vestureman, but I’se going to be 
sumfin.”—New Success. 





WOMEN | 





The Dentist’s Troubles—The den- 
tist has his troubles. 

After working on a woman who had 
an extravagant coiffure to impede his 
progress and handicap his manipulations, 
Dr. Pullem (right name withheld by ad- 
vertising department), sighed his relief 
and motioned for her to arise. 

The woman pulled herself together, 
looked into a mirror, and then again 
seated herself in the chair. 

“T am all through with your teeth,” 
the dentist told her. 

“T know,” the woman answered, “but 
aren’t you going to fix up my hair?”— 
Youngstown Telegram. 


No Judge of Paintings—The fourth 
Earl of Chesterfield was on one occasion 
at a grand assembly in France where 
Voltaire was one of the guests. Suddenly 
the French writer accosted his lordship 
with the words: 

“My lord, I know you are a judge. 
Which are the more beautiful, the English 
or the French ladies?” 

“Upon my word,” replied Chester- 
field, with his usual presence of mind. “‘I 
am no judge of paintings.” —Argonaut. 


The Clerk’s Excuse—“It takes you a 
long time to sell that lady a cage for her 
parrot.” 

“I’m doing the best I can,” said the 
clerk. 

“Our stock is large. 
her?” 

“T think I could suit her, but she’s try- 
ing to get the parrot to make a selection.” 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Can’t you suit 


The Bigger 
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Cause for Grief — Parson — Cheer 
up, sister; your husband is now in 
heaven. 

Widow (sobbing)—Yes, and so is his 
first wife, whom he fairly idolized.—New 
York Globe. 


Was He Nervous?—Edith—I have 
just refused to marry Mr. Shyman. 

Ethel—Oh, did he propose? 

Edith—Well, I can’t say positively, but 
that is how I construed his incoherent 
remarks.—Boston Transcript. 


The Complete Soldier 





“Vous aurez bien un petit coin a me louer. 
Je ne suis pas bien encombrant.” 


**T say, old chap, haven’t you a tiny corner 
in your house where you can put me up?”— 
Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 


Taken Seriously — “Some people 
about here must take newspaper talk 
seriously,”’ remarked the weather man. 

““What’s wrong?” asked his assis- 
tant. 

“A woman called me up just now 
and gave me the dickens for letting it 
rain.” —Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Point of View 





Chuflles’ patent magnifying plate attachment makes the portion look double its size and 
sets the diner in a good humor.—London Opinion. 
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YOUNGSTERS 











Mothers Included—W i/lie—Father, 
didn’t you tell me the other day that it 
was wrong to strike anyone smaller than 
yourself? 

Father—Yes, Willie, that’s what I said. 

Willie—Well, I wish you’d write and 
tell my teacher. I don’t think she knows 
about it.—Pearson’s. 


Johnny Knew—Last summer little 
Johnny paid his first visit toa farm. All 
his life he had lived in the heart of a great 
city, and when he suddenly came in sight 
of a haystack he stopped and gazed 
earnestly at what appealed to him as a 
new brand of architecture. 

“Say, Mr. Smith,” he remarked to the 
farmer, pointing to the haystack, ‘‘why 
don’t they have doors and windows in it?”’ 

“Doors and windows!”’ smiled the far- 
mer. “That ain’t a house, Johnny, that’s 
hay.” 

“Don’t try to josh me, Mr. Smith!” 
was the scornful rejoinder of the city boy. 
“Don’t you suppose that I know that hay 
don’t grow in lumps like that?”—Phila- 
delphia Telegraph. 


Pa’s Answer—‘“ Father,” said the 
small boy, “what is a free country?” 

“A free country, my son, is one which 
compels peaceful citizens to put up 
money for police protection for anar- 
chists who are trying to destroy the 
government.’ —Washington Star. 


The Closing Sign—Harriet has been 
to Sunday-school many times, but re- 
cently she made her first visit to church 
during regular services. 

The opening prayer, it happened, was 
offered by a man who put his whole soul 
into his plea. 

The prayer was so earnest, in fact, that 
again and again from the congregation, 
came fervent expressions of ‘‘ Amen.” 

Harriet nudged her mother. 

“What is it, dear?”’ the mother asked. 

“Everybody is saying ‘Amen,’ re- 
plied Harriet, “‘and I just wonder why 
the man doesn’t quit.”—Youngstown 
Telegram. 


Frightfulness—Little Dora—Would 
it be wrong to pretend something that 
wasn’t true if you were in danger? 

Mother—I presume not. Why? 

Little Dora—I was thinking that if a 
burglar should break in at night I’d 
scratch on the bedpost, so he’d think 
there was a very savage mouse in the 
room.—Tit Bits. 


Not Fit 





The Major—About those promotions, 
Sergeant Major! What d’you say to Gunner 
Jones for a stripe? 

Sergeant Major—Wot—Gunner Jones, sir 
— im a bombardier? Why, sir, ’e ain’t got 
sense enough for a_ Brigadier.—London 
Opinion. 


Teacher’s Fault—‘‘Mamma,”’ said 
little Ethel, with a most discouraged ap- 
pearance, “I’m never, never going to 
study any more.” 

“Why, dearie, what’s the matter?” in- 
quired mother. 

“’*Cause it’s no use,” was the impulsive 
answer, “it’s no use at all. I can’t never 
learn spelling. Teacher keeps changing 
the words all the time.” —Dallas News. 


Charlie Was On — Sunday-school 
teacher—Now, Charlie, what can you tell 
me about Goliath? 

Charlie—Goliath was the man David 
rocked to sleep.—Cleveland Leader. 


WORDS | 








Correct—‘‘ Why, sir!”’ exclaimed the 
exacting person, “in the course of your 
remarks you mispronounced several 
words.” 

“Hear me, friend,” responded Senator 
Sorghum. “In these days if a man uses 
only words he knows how to pronounce 
there isn’t a chance of his being able to 
keep up with the war situation.”— 
Washington Star. 


His Advice—‘“‘John,” said his wife, 
“do you spell ‘graphic’ with one ‘f’ or 
two.” 

“Well, my dear, you may as well use 
two if you are going to use any.’”’—Boston 
Transcript. 


It Joggled Just Right—A friend of 
the poet Bryant chanced to be alone in 
his study when a cabinet-maker brought 
home a chair that had been altered. 
When Mr. Bryant returned, he asked, 
““Miss Roberts, what did the man say 
about my chair?” 

“‘He said,” answered the visitor, “that 
the equilibrium is now admirably ad- 
justed.”’ 

“What a fine fellow?” said Mr. Bry- 
ant, laughing. ‘I never heard him talk 
like that! Were those his exact words?” 

“*Well,’ he said, ‘it joggles just 
right!’” repeated Miss Robbins.—Chris- 
tian Register. 


Couldn’t Live Up to Her Cross 




















La tragica Borelli, che tanto sangue ha versato ¢ fatto versare su la scena, non potra reggere alla 
vista di qualche goccia di sangue e—sara riformata. 

The tragedienne who for years has committed murder every evening and twice every 
Wednesday and Saturday, becomes a Red Cross nurse and sees a drop of real blood.—J/ 420 


(Florence). 








SPECULATION 





Source of Friction—*“ Pardon me for 
asking you about your war garden, but 
is it proving what you thought it would 
be?” 

“Yes,” replied Mr. Jibway, bitterly. 
“T’m not on speaking terms with any- 
body in my neighborhood.”—Birming- 
ham Age-Herald. 


Took a Chance—A stranger strolled 
into a village in England where consider- 
able excitement was prevailing. 

“May I ask what is going on in the 
village?” he inquired. 

“We're celebrating the birthday of the 
oldest inhabitant, sir,’”’ replied the native. 
“*She’s a hundred and one today.” 

‘And tell me, pray, why does that little 


man by the old lady’s side wear such a 
dreadfully sad countenance on such an 
auspicious occasion?” 

“That little man, sir, is the old lady’s 
son-in-law. He’s been keeping up her 
life insurance tor the last thirty years.” — 
Argonaut. 


They Differed—‘‘I think you need 
fresh air.” 

“The other doctor told me I needed 
salt air.””—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


A Snap for Son—‘Do you find that 
poultry keeping pays?” 

“Well, no; I can’t say that it pays me, 
but it pays my boy.” 

““How’s that?” 

“Well, you see, I bought him the 
fowls. I have to pay for their keep and 
buy the eggs from him and he eats them.” 
—Boston Transcript. 


At the Point of a Glance 











Plus mortels sont les feux 
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Que ceux de la mitraille 
Au fort de la bataille! 


*T was ever the bright eyes, not the bullets, that wrought the greater havoc!—La Baion- 


neste (Paris). 


The Supreme Commander 























CaMERIERE—I// Signore comanda? 

L’emancipata—Il Signore non comanda, 
comando io. 

W aiter—Order, sir? 

The Greater Half—I am the one who gives 
all orders, I’ll have you know!—I/ 420 
(Florence). 








SCANDAL 





At the Head of His Class—‘ Well,” 
said the square-jawed old gentleman who 
was a member of sixteen boards of 
directors and the payer of an income tax 
that gave him the chills every time he 
thought of it, “‘go on. I’m anxious to 
hear why you think you are good enough 
for my daughter.” 

“T’m afraid,” Percival Paxton replied, 
“that I’m not good enough for her. No 
man is good enough for her.” 

“Um! Perhaps not. Let that pass for 
the present. What have you ever done 
to make yourself fit to be my son-in- 
law?” 

“T graduated at the head of my class in 
college.” 

“You'll have to give me a better reason 
than that.” 

“T have never tasted a cocktail nor 
smoked a cigarette.” 

“All right—that’s something. But it 
ain’t enough.” 

“T began working for $10 a week and 
am now making $5,000 a year.” 

“Pretty fair. Let’s hear some more.” 

“As you doubtless know, I’m a lawyer. 
A few days ago a lady who possessed a bun- 
dle of letters which you had written to her 
called on me. In most of them you ad- 
dressed her as ‘Dear Baby.’ I offered 
her $10,000 for them. I have until to- 
morrow to produce the money.” 

“You say you graduated at the head of 
your class?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, sir, I’ve never told anybody 
about it before, but I always have hoped 
Bessie would marry a scholar.”—Dayton 
News. 
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War-Time Request — Customer — 
Here, waiter, take a coupon off this and 
ask the band to play five-penn’orth of 
“The Roast Beef of Old England.”— 
London Punch. 


A Mistake—‘I’ll go distracted if that 
woman with the strident voice in the flat 
overhead doesn’t stop practising her vo- 
cal exercises.” 

“Ves, the government made a bad 
mistake, when it had the chance, of not 
ordering noiseless days.” — Baltimore 
American. 


Racial Music—Rose—Do you like 
that coloratura music? 

Lily—Oh, yes; I think some of those 
negro melodies are very pretty.—Boston 


Transcript. 
+ 
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Speaking by the Card—The actor— 
And how do you think Hamfatter played 
the king? 

The critic—Oh, rather as if he thought 
some one was going to play the ace!— 
Passing Show. 


Pert and Pertinent—A young woman 
witha pink complexion but of heroic build 
—a kind way of denoting obesity—applied 
to E. H. Calvert, the moving picture di- 
rector for a position as an extra girl. She 
presented him a personal letter of intro- 
duction. Long years ago, it seems, Mr. 
Calvert knew her father and mother. As 
he gazed at this plump Juno the light of 
memory came into his eyes, but still he 
was not quite certain about some- 
thing. 


The Rhine Whine 
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Produced by a new instrument called the 
Bom-Bom whereby it is possible to raise the 
hair of the dog that bit you.—Manchester 


Dispatch. 





Soldiers of Freedom 
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“One and all believe in the justice of our cause and are determined to fight on without 


counting the cost until the freedom of mankind is safe.”—Sir Douglas Haig to President 


Wilson.—National News (London). 


“Let me see,”’ he mused, “‘which side 
of the house do you resemble the 
most?” 

“Sir!” she cried in accent far from 
mild. “I don’t resemble any side of any 
old house!” —Topeka State Journal. 


The Ego—“I do not feel that I have 
really seen ‘Hamlet’ played,” mused Mr. 
Stormington Barnes. 

“But you have played the part your- 
self.” 

““My dear fellow, I could not watch 
myself act, could I?”—Washington Star. 


No Reason to Complain — The 
actor—Here, I don’t want this part. 


If I play it I’ll have to die in the first 
act. 

The manager—W ell, what are you kick- 
ing about? You die a natural death, 
don’t you? If you got a chance to come 
on in the second act you’d get killed.— 
Brooklyn Citizen. 


Had the Upperhand-——“ Having any 
more trouble with that Flossie Fluff- 
kins?” 

“No,” replied the manager. ‘“‘I con- 
trived to get hold of a photograph of her 
son, who is now thirty-six years old, and 
the last time she got huffy I threatened 
to show it to a newspaper man.”— 
Answers. 





























Highbrow 


Vaudeville 


By Lawron MAcKALL 


HEATRICAL entertainment is like ice cream; 
some people prefer one kind of flavor and 
some another and some choose Neapolitan; 
hence chocolate-somber tragedies, rose-tinted 

romances, pistache-hued Irish saccharinities, frozen- 
punch musical shows, vanilla vapidities—and Wash- 
ington Square striped-brick. 

The latter has the charm of variety. If you don’t 
fancy one of the layers, never mind; there are others, 
later strata, to tempt you. Of course the “assorted” 
idea is by no means new. The organizers of vaude- 
ville employed it many years ago, using hokey-pokey, 
as they still do. But the Washington Square Players 
were about the first purveyors of variegated drama to 
offer refreshments made from real cream. Recently 
bohemia has branched out with 
new caterers, so that now one is 
offered everything from Province- 
town mixtures to the nut anomalies 
of the Other Players. Indeed, 
these playlets are coming at such 
a rate that Egmont Arens, a mod- 
ernist publisher in the “Village,” 
has found it worth while to catch 
little bevies of them as they go 
past and clap them into print as 
booklets. An innocent and in- 
dustrious thing to do. 

Aside from the intermittent 
theaterettes where Art erupts in 
little occasional outbursts, or spe- 
cial performances, and none but 
the Devotees know when they 
happen, sublimated vaudeville is 
offered in two rival institutions: 
the Greenwich Village Theater, 
which is all that its name implies, 
and the Comedy, where the Wash- 
ington Square Players conduct a 
settlement playhouse among the 
intellectually indigent of Broad- 
way. Each of these institutions 
is bohemia’s only official drama- 





Marilynn Miller as Betty and Charles Brown as 
the Professor in 
Proressor: Betty—I mean, Mrs. Pike, how I 


“Fancy Free.’ 


the Century) as to which is the real after-theater bos- 
cage; nevertheless it is characteristic and conducive 
to the gaiety of nations that recently when one of 
these headquarters of bohemianism issued a. fresh 
batch of playlets, comprising two comedies and a 
tragedy, the other headquarters within a week coun- 
tered with a three-layer offering of its own, consisting 
likewise of two comedies and a tragedy—the latter, by 
the way, being a play which the rival camp had intended 
to produce, and would have, had they been quick 
enough. 

And the next week the intermittent Provincetowners 
eager to keep up with the procession of regulars, broke 
in with a trio-let, also. Already the “Village” wise- 
acres are predicting a third party in the fall dramatic 
campaign. 

Of the three threes, the set of 
the Greenwich Village Theater 
has proved the most enduring. 
On this bill, preceding a vivid sea 
play by James O’Neal and a joy- 
ously whimsical fantasy about a 
poilu and a Tommy, is a subtly 
satirical comedy by Schnitzler, 
entitled “The Big Scene,” wherein 
a famous tragedian is shown doing 
a bit of telling acting in his own 
home. An enraged young man 
suspects the star of having had an 
affair with his fiancée, and comes to 
demand an <xplanation. Realizing 
that a statement of the actual 
truth about something that is now 
past would not make things hap- 
pier, the star, summoning all his 
histrionic ability, acts a brilliant 
scene with the young man. He 
depicts the episode as having been 
a purely ideal, Platonic one. 
He is so convincing that the fiance 
who came to shoot goes away 
, touched at the “revelation” of 
the actor’s unworldly nature. But 


dispensary. The rivalry between feel for you! Do you know I was thinking just by this exhibition of technique, 
them is hardly as vehement as that "ow as I was going up-stairs— Betty: Yes, the star’s wife is enlightened as to 


raging between Cocoanut Grove 


CenturyGrove (superimposed upon — s0 much. 


Theodore. Pror.: (absent-mindedly) Er—where his veracity. and he is obliged to 
: | New Amsterd q was I? Berry: You were just going up-stairs. ty : 
(atop the New Amsterdam) an Pror.: (turning to go) Was 1? Oh, thank you 


go through a still more difficult 
scene with her. 
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From 
**Sick-a-Bep” 


Reginald, a roving young 
hunter and explorer, has 
bagged more dangerous game 
than he intended. 


Weems: I want to talk 
to you about my wife. 
Good heavens !—what have 
you got in that basket? 

Reccie: That? Oh 
oh . . that’s an ostrich. 

Weems: An ostrich? 

Reccie: Yes, alive blue 
ostrich. Better keep away. 
She’s wild and she’s blue. 
She’s very ostrichesuzura. 

Weems: Dear me! How 
interesting. 

A bit too interesting, as 
far as Reggie 1s concerned. 
Fortunately the janitor ap- 
pears and is induced to 
wheel out the bon voyage 
basket on a hand-truck. 


Photos by White 
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Still 


“Sick-a-Bep” 

These quacks have testified 
that Reggie, their “patient,” 
is very ul. Now they learn 
that the Court has sent areal 
physician to examine him. 
Dr. Flexner is endeavoring 
to restain Dr. Widner from 
the blind staggers 


<2} Over There 

Standing by helpless, 
Willie Baxter sees himself 
cut out by his hated rival. 

Crooper: Say, that’s a 
mighty slick ring you’ve 
goton! Justfitsme. Oh, 
I’ve worn lots of girls’ 
rings. I’d let ’em wear 
mine on a chain or some- 
thing. Go on, you can have 
it. I guess they like to do 

From that with me. I dunno 

““ SEVENTEEN” why it is. 








Tent aud De 
teezes Military and Naval 


Jupce pays $1 each for original jokes sent by soldiers and sailors and accepted 
for publication, and each week $5 1s awarded for the best original joke received 


Satisfied 
By J. D. McMaster, U. 8. Naval Air Station, Miami, 
Fla. 


HE night is cold, the guns are hot, 
And I am in the Army. 
But I am safe, hid in the ground, 
While out at sea good men are drowned, 
And nothing here to harm me, 
No, nothing here to harm me! 


The wind blows strong, the sea runs quick, 
And I am in the Navy; 

But I am warm and snug and dry, 

And yet men join the Army! Why? 
This is the life of gravy— 
This is the life of gravy! 


The Captain’s Dog 

By Patvate L. G. Druscuen, U.S. M.C., Quantico, Va. 

A Captain was very fond of his two 
dogs and always permitted them to 
accompany him. One day while drilling 
his company he had just given the pre- 
liminary command, “Company!” when 
one of the dogs barked. The company 
halted. The Captain stared for a mo- 
ment, then realizing the reason turned to 
the dog, saying: 

“Who is running this company—you 
or me?” 


Hard Boiled Sergeant 
By Corporar S. C. Samuens, Battery C, 126th Field 
irtillery 


At a regular Saturday morning inspec- 
tion, a private was not wearing his belt. 

First sergeant—Have you a belt? 

Private—No, sir. 

First sergeant—Y ou report to the Quar- 
termaster Sergeant for a new one, and 
don’t forget to tell him to charge you for 
the one you lost. I'll stop this careless- 
ness! 

Private—All right, top, but I loaned 
you the belt about two months ago. 


Indeterminate Sentence 


By A.J. Hanaterton, Clerical Co. No. 2, Camp Johns- 
ton 


A gang of colored convicts was work- 
ing upon the county road just outside 
Camp Johnston, when a rookie, passing, 
called out to one of them: “Say, Sam, 
how'd yuh like to swap jobs?” 

Without hesitation Sam replied: “No, 
sah. You-all don’ swap no jobs wif dis 
niggah—Ah knows how long Ah’s in fo’.’ 





This Week’s $5 Prize Winner 
By Private H. L. CLinxsca.es, 5th Service Com- 
pany, Signal Corps, Camp McClellan, Anniston, Ala. 

They were drilling at the edge of some 
woods. The Captain had given the command 
“Take distance!” When the company had 
assembled a certain Private was missing. 
Nothing was heard of him for two weeks 
until the Captain received the following note: 

“Dear Captain: 

“You gave the command ‘Take distance 
and I have not heard you say ‘Halt’ yet. 
“Yours truly, 
“Private Blank.” 














Drawn by Raymonpv H. Lurkin, 160th Aero Squadron, 
Park Field, Memphis, Tenn. 


The Night Challenge 

By Conporar P. R. Witson, 227th Aero Squadron 

Rookie Italian guard—Halt! Who’s 
there? 

Voice (about thirty paces away)—Ofii- 
cer of the Post. 

Rookie guard—Advance! 
nize you! 

Officer advances six paces. 

Rookie guard—Halt! (one-half minute 
silence) Advance! I can’t see who you 
are yet! After a couple more halts, the 
officer finally arrives within six paces of 
the guard, who, holding his gun threaten- 
ingly, asks: “‘ Well, who’s da Bossa now?” 


I can’t rec’- 


Craps Not Allowed in the Army 


By Private Gvy M. Vincent, Co. B, 110th Field Signal 
Battalion 


First private (Saturday noon)—What 
yer goin’ to do this afternoon? 

Second private—Think I'll go down 
back of the stable and fire a few “‘gal- 
lopin’ dominoes. ” 


Jealousy 


By Private J. Gorman Srraszter, Battery B, 313th 
Field Artillery 


On the night of the first big minstrel 
show in Richmond, a private entered one 
of the boxes with a magnificently be- 
jeweled and befurred young woman on 
either arm. Lord Chesterfield had noth- 
ing on him for chivalrous bearing and 
grandiloquent concern for the comfort of 
the ladies. They were conspicuously 
long in getting settled. Not being able 
to stand it any longer, or perhaps 
prompted by jealousy, a soldier in the 
balcony yelled down: “That’s all right, 
old top, you'll be washing dishes to- 


'”? 


morrow: 


Corrected 


By J. D. McMaster, U.S. Naval Air Station, Miami, 
Fla. 


No, Oscar, O. D. means Officer of the 
Day, not “Old Dear.” 


What Did They Do To Him? 
By W. A. McCartny, U.S.8S. Arizona 

All ships have baseball teams. During 
the warm weather outside of routine 
aboard ship, baseball is the absorbing 
topic. 

We had just come into port and the 
regular team with the different division 
teams were waiting to go ashore for the 
national pastime. They were all on deck 
near the gangway when the ship’s joker 
came running aft. 

“Tt’s all off, fellows! No more base- 
ball during the war!” The boys turned 
around in amazement. At last someone 
said: “Why?” 

Holding up a newspaper the joker 
replied: ‘“‘The Senate has passed Bill 
270321, which says no more strikes will 
be called during the war.” 

The Captain’s yeoman reported one 
absentee next morning. 
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Tad aati 


Intensify your thinking power; intensify your learn- 
ing power; intensify your memory power; intensify 
your concentrating power; intensify your sensing 
power; intensify your reasoning power; intensify 
your planning power; intensify your mental power; 
intensify your personal power; multiply your every 
power. Be more. Get more out of life. Make 
yourself worth more to yourself and to your future. 


Conscious Evolution harnesses 
the real power of personality, the real 
power of evolution, the real power of 
life, the real power of learning, the 
real power of memorizing, the real 
power of advancement. 


Become a bigger 
man personally, mentally, 
thinkingly, reasoningly, be 
more successful. Why be 
satisfied with less than your 
full share of the rewards of 








life? Why live the inferior 

life? Why be less of a suc- so 
wo a 

cess? Why take less than System 





your full share of pleasure 5... 
of life? Why not continue _ for 

. . Women 
ascending in the scale of 4. for 
life? Mes 





Conscious Evolution must not be confused 
with Medical Practice, 
or with any purely Mental Science, Speculative 
Science, Psychology, Christian Science, Theosophy, 
Hindoo Philosophies, Self-hypnosis, New Thought, 
or any other conceptually symbolic systems of the 
secondary and tertiary type complexed by ill-equa- 
tion. Conscious Evolution is a real science—a 
science of reality, a demonstrable science, an exact 
science, a science of the evolution of energy. Con- 
scious Evolution is the science of self-evolutionary 
creation. Conscious Evolution is the beginning of 
a new era for the human race. 
Conscious Evolution leads to a new and _ higher 
science, to a new and higher philosophy, to a new and 
higher civilization, to new and higher planes of evo- 





Get More Out of Li 








lution—Conscious Evolution leads to higher creation. 








While thinking of yourself—do not forget the Red Cross 
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A Remarkable Personality 


Swoboda, himself, is perhaps the most perfect 
example of what Conscious Evolution can accom 
plish. As Swoboda gains in years, he grows younger in 
enthusiasm, younger in vitality, younger in health; 
he is becoming stronger, more energetic, more confi 
dent, more dominant and more alive by capitalizing 
his creative powers through Conscious Evolution. 
What Swoboda is accomplishing for himself you too 
can accomplish—every individual can accomplish, 
for every individual is governed by the same laws and 
principles, and every individual has it within himself 
to make use of these laws and principles. Swoboda’s 
mind and body are so alert and so active that in his 
presence one feels completely overpowered. His per- 
sonality dominates everything with which it comes 
in contact; yet Swoboda is real!—there is absolutely 
nothing mysterious about him. He knows not what 
fatigue is—he is a tireless worker. He delights in 
making sick people well and weak people strong. He 
loves his work because he feels he is of benefit to 
humanit y—making a better, more vital, more potent 
race of men and women 


Has over 
262,000 followers 


















**CONSCIOUS EVOLUTION”? and ‘‘THE SCIENCE OF LIFE’’ 
will show you how you can increase the pleasures of life to a 
maximum how to intensify them and how to make your life more 
profitable, pleasurable and joyous. These essays will show P34 

i 


the way to the full life, the superior life, the more satisfactory life, 
the lively life. They will show you how to overcome the inferior 
life, the feeble life, the negative life, the unsatisfactory life. 


“CONSCIOUS EVOLUTION”’ and ‘‘THE SCIENCE OF LIFE’’ are the A BC of 
Evolution and persistent youth. These books explain Conscious Evolution and the 
human body as it has never been explained before. They ex- 
plain the Swoboda theory, the law and the reason for the 
evolution of mind and body. 


They tell how the cells and their energies build the organs.and 
the body, and how to organize the cells beyond the point where 
Nature left off for you, and where you as Nature may continue 
your self-evolution. These books will gives you a better 
understanding of yourself than you cout alte through 
reading all of the books on all of the sciences and philos- 
ophies on the subject of mind and body. 


Why Miss the Super-Pleasures of Life? 
**CONSCIOUS EVOLUTION” and ‘* THE SCIENCE OF LIFE” 


will show you how to increase your pleasures and happiness to a 
maximum, and how to reduce your troubles of every character, 
mental, physicdl and physiological to a minimum. 

Conscious Evolution will show you how to intensify, prolong, 
increase and magnify your pleasures. 

**CONSCIOUS EVOLUTION’’ and ‘‘THE SCIENCE OF LIFE”’’ 
will show you that you have not as yet experienced the real and highest 
pleasures in life, and will show you how to attain the super-pleasures 
of life. Ina word, these two essays will reveal the startling, educating 
and enlightening secret of gigantic health and mind power. 

**CONSCIOUS EVOLUTION’ and ‘‘THE SCIENCE OF LIFE” 
which Swoboda has written and copyrighted, will be sent you 
free of charge and free of all o Salien to Swoboda, if 
you will write for them. 

JUST WRITE YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS ON 
THE COUPON, TEAR IT OUT AND MAIL IT TO 


R. 
NAME ON YOUR LETTERHEAD, OR MERELY 
SEND A POSTAL GIVING YO NAME AND AD- 
DRESS. DOIT TODAY! YOU CANNOT AFFORD 
TO LIVE AN INFERIOR LIFE. 


Address 


ALOIS P. SWOBODA 


2146 Berkeley Bldg., New York City 
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Amusement 











W. 42nd St. Evenings at 8:30. 
Matinees Wed meoday and 
Saturday ‘at 2:30 


ELTINGE 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


BUSINESS BEFORE PLEASURE 


with BARNEY BERNARD & ALEXANDER CARR 














By Montague Glass and Jules Eckert Goodman 
WEST ¥ ST. 


REPUBLIC Mats. Wed. and Sat. 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


at 


PARLOR, BEDROOM 


and BATH 


with FLORENCE MOORE & JOHN CUMBERLAND 


NIGHTS 8:30 
2:30. 








“None can afford to miss it 








all can afford to go” 
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COHAN & HARRIS siacs?Wea?ina'Sat: 230: 


COHAN & HARRIS Present 
Funniest American Comedy of Recent Years 


A TAILOR-MADE MAN 


by HARRY JAMES SMITH 


Extremely oval, Clover Pla 


with GRANT MITCHELL 





Wm. A 


Braiys PLAYHOUSE 


Mats. Wed. 


THE LITTLE TEACHER 


Greatest Comedy-Drama Since ‘‘The Music Master”’ 
By Harry James Smith, with MARY RYAN 


West 48th. Evs. 8:20. 
and Sat. 





Evs. 8. 
Thurs. & Sat. 2. 


WINTER GARD 


AL JOLSON in “SINBAD” 


Mats. Tus. 








Evs. 8:30. Mats. 


BOOTH 45th W. of B’way. 


The STUART 
WALKER Co. 


Wed. & Sat. at 2: 30. 


SEVENTEEN 





in Tarkington's 
39th nr. B'way. Evs. 


Maxine Elliott’s 2o.°\2"%. Bat. 


EYES OF YOUTH : 


8: 30 
2: 30- 


MARJORIE | | 
RAMBEAU 





ASTOR 45th & B'way. sea. BEE: os. 
Clifton Crawford in FANCY FREE 


Broadway and Thereabouts 


An Intimate Revue of 
the New York Theatres 


By L. M. 











Betinpa—Empire. Ethel Barrymore 
and her gallant supporters provide 
genteel grins. 

Bic Scene, Tue; Ite; Tue Marp or 
France—Greenwich Village. Bohemia 
does itself proud. 

Business Berore PLeasurE—Eltinge. 
Despite their training in the cloak and 
suit trade Potash and Perlmutter en- 
counter 02! o1/ such troubles in becom- 
ing film magnates. 

CopprpERHEAD, THE—Shubert. Lionel Bar- 
rymore shows that being a hero isn’t 
necessarily all brass bands and bou- 
quets. 

Cure For CuraB_es, A—39th Street. Dr. 
William Hodge turns his patients into 
war gardeners. 

Doti’s House, A—Plymouth. Scandi- 
navian domestic trouble created by 
Nazimova. 

Eyes or Youta—Maxine Elliott. Her 
fractured limb having been duly healed, 
Marjorie Rambeau steps gracefully 
back into the part which Jane Grey has 
been holding for her. 

Fancy Free—Astor. Marilynn Miller is 
quite individual, but Clifton Crawford 
makes love to any number of girls. 

Fio-Fto—Cort. Presumably a drama- 
tization of JupGe’s famous cover “No 
Man’s Land.” 

Goinc Up—Liberty. Syncopated aviation. 

Jacx-O’LanTernN—Globe. Fred Stone 
enjoys his last few weeks of liberty 
before the movies get him. 

Kiss BurGiar, THe—Cohan. The theft 
is aggravated by singing and dancing. 

Litrte Teacuer, THe—Playhouse. Ven- 
turing into Vermont, she encounters 
narrow prejudices and a broad-shoul- 
dered hero. 

Lomsarpi, Lrp.—Morosco. Successful 
comedy in which the leading themes are 
love, chiffon and spaghetti. 

Man Wuo Stayep at Home, Toe—48th 
Street. A “slacker” spy sleuth. 

MarriaGE oF ConventENcE, A—Henry 
Miller. Admitting that “The Foun- 
tain of Youth” didn’t open his nice, 
new theater more than ajar, Henry 
Miller calls in Billie Burke and holds a 
revival. 

Maytime—Broadhurst. An interrupted 
romance continued a few generations 
later. 

Mipnicut Frotic—New Amsterdam Roof. 
After theater tid-bits to eat and to look 
at. 

Nancy Lee—Hudson. Charlotte Walker 
almost wrecks the life of a callow speed- 
ster and then marries the latter’s sage 
adviser. 

Ou, Lapy, Lapy!—Princess. Sprightly, 
and tinkling with smart tunes. 
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Ou, Loox!—Vanderbilt. Harry Fox, x 
the struggling hero, finds that a roll of 
thousand-dollar bills are a real help to 
success, and an excuse for various song; 
and dances. 

Pair or Petticoats, A—Bijou. 
time wit in a London atmosphere. 

Partor, BepRoomM AnD Batu—Republic. 
Broadway hilarity in a Jersey setting, 

Potty With a Past—Belasco. She saves 
Rex for, and then from, another girl, 
but in each case with the explicit ay. 
thority of Mr. Belasco. 

Rainpow Giri, THoe—New Amsterdam. 
Hardiest of the spring crop of musical 
shows. 

Seven Days’ Leave—Park. Capt. Keys 
invents a submarine detector, and then 
the heroine goes him one better by 
swimming out and attending to a 
U-boat herself. 

SEVENTEEN—Booth. Willie, at the awk- 
ward and mushy age, suffers from a 
younger sister at the formidable age. 

SERVANT IN THE House, THe—Vieux 
Colombier. Not an attempt to solve the 
domestic help problem, but a dramatic 
sermon against hypocrisy. 

SinsAD—Winter Garden. Al Jolson sings 
and prances so affectingly that many 
damsels are moved to hit the runway 
trail. 

TarLtor-Mape Man, A—Cohan & Harris. 
A golden opportunity daringly grasped 
and wittily lived up to. 

Ticer Rose—Lyceum. The power of the 
law versus the unwritten law, in the 
Canadian wilds and woollies. 


War. 














“The mission of this paper is to preach the 
gospel of cheerfulness” 








Copyright, 1918, by Leslie-Judge Company. 
Entered at the Post-office at New York as 
second- class mail matter. 

Cable address “ Judgark,”’ Telephone 6632 Madison Square. 
Published weekly by Leslie-Judge Company, 
Brunswick Building, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York. 

John A. Sleicher, President. Reuben P. Sleicher, Sec'y. 

Perriton Maxwell, Editor. Bie: 
A. E. Rollauer, Treasurer. J. A. Waldron, Literary Editor. 
Grant E. Hamilton, Lawton Mackall, 
Art Director. Associate Editor 








SUBSCRIPTION RATES 


One year, 52 numbers - - - - - -- -- — $5.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers — - - - - - - - - 2.50 
Thirteen weeks - — — - . ---— 1.2% 


Payable in advance or by draft on Ne w , York, or by express 
stal order 
he contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright in both 
the United States and Great Britain. 

If JUDGE cannot be found at any newsstand, the publishers 
will be under obligation if that fact be promptly reported on 
postal card or by letter. 

BAC ‘K NUMBERS: 1917, 
10 cents; 1916, 20 cents, etc. 

Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mex- 
ico. To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for postage; to 
all foreign countries add $1.00 a year. 

JUDGE cannot undertake to return unsolicited manuscripts 
or drawings unless they are accompanied by full postage for 


that purpose. 


or 


Present year, 10 cents per copy; 








Advertising Department Offices 


Brunswick Building - - - - — New York 

Walker Building - - - - - - — _ Boston 

Marquette Building - - - - - - Chic: 
-—- <= = Seattle 


Henry Building - - - 





Judge is printed by the Schweinler Press. 














May 


co! 
tré 
bu 


an 
cit 


$0! 
ers 








'UDGE} May 18, 1918 


- , The Notion Counter 
TOL 9 
elp to 
 SOngs ‘i fact that the train is late seldom 


bothers the fellow who is down to 
War. 


By Doucias MALiocu 


see it come in. 
When the young lawyer wants to talk 








>ublic, about his cases I hope he meets a young 
tting, | doctor. 
Saves It isn’t the plan that fails as often as 
r girl, the man. 
it au- Follow a skinny horse and you will 
come to a red nose. 

rdam. | All that I don’t like about traveling is 
usical traveling. 

, It isn’t always the big hand that wins, 
Keys but the steady one. 

then Germany thinks of a lot of things before 
T by anybody else because they are things no 
to a civilized man would think of. 

The great trouble in life is that, when 
awk- | somebody leaves the gate open, it is gen- 
m a | erally somebody else’s garden and some- 
ze. body else’s cow. 

eux The orator who is always praising the 
e the nerve and sinew of the people has never 
atic gone up against some people’s nerve. 
If you have ever tried writing a letter 
sings on a train you know how happy a wife 
lany ought to be when she gets a letter her 
Way | husband has tried to write. 

Talking about speed, it takes some men 
rris. and a mule a long time to pass each other. 
sped The honeymoon has reached a pretty 

thin crescent when she pecks you goodbye 
the | on the cheek instead of kissing you good- 
the bye on the mouth. 


There are more people to tell you how to 
— | doathing than there are to help you do it. 
Sin wouldn’t be so popular if it weren’t 
so interesting. 
There never was a wise guy who could 
: make as much of an impression on others 
+ as he has on himself. 
' Some fellows are always telling you 
what they are going to do, but it takes 
them a long while to get into action after 
they declare war. 
The less words you say the more truth 
you will tell. 
e. It requires a patient man to back a mule 
, or change a woman’s opinion. 
fied Saying this is a sad world won’t do 
itor. much to gladden it. 


itor 














W. L. Douglas learned how to 
design, draft and fit shoes, also 
gained valuable retail shoe 
store experience in Golden 


City, Colorado. 
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“THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITS SHAPE” 


$3 $3.50 $4 $4.50 $5 $6 $7 & os 


W. L. Douglas name and the 
retail price is stamped on the 
bottom of every pair of shoes¢ 
before they leave the factory. 
The value is guaranteed and 
the wearer protected against 
high prices for inferior shoes. 
You can save money by wear- 
ing W. L. Douglas shoes. The 
best known shoes in the world. 
he quality of W. L. Douglas product is 
guaranteed by more than 40 years ex- 4 
perience in making fine shoes. The smart | 
styles are the leaders in the fashion centres 
of America. They are made in a well- ~ 
equipped factory at Brockton, Mass., by 













BOYS SHOES 
Best in the World 
$3 $2.50 $2 





W. L.DOUGLAS 





{ 


the highest paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction and | 


supervision of experienced men, all working with an honest deter- 
mination to make the best shoes for the price that money can buy. 
"The retail prices are the same everywhere. They cost no 


more in San Francisco than they do in New York. They | 


are always worth the price paid for them. 
CAUTION — Before you buy be sure W. L. Douglas name 
and the retail price is stamped on the bottom and the in- 
side top facing. This is your one fea against 
high prices forinferior shoes. BEWARE OF FRAUD, 
Sold by over 9000 shoe dealers and 105 W.L.Douglas stores. If not conven- 
ienttocallat W.L.Douglasstore,ask your local dealer forthem. Takeno other 
make. Write for booklet, showing how to ordershoes by mail, postage free. 


President 
Vas W. L. DOUGLAS SHOE Co. 
145 Spark St., Brockton, Mass. 














a HOTEL SEVILLE 


oth 
en Fifth Ave. and 29th St., | New York City 
Convenient to all best shops. 
Ideal for out-of-town visitors. 
to Single Rooms with Detached Bath, 

$2.00 per day. 
- Single Rooms with Private Bath, 
or $2.50 per day upward. 
Rooms, with Bath, for Two, $3 to $5 per day. 
Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, $5 to $10 per day. 


Send for diagram showing fixed rooms prices 


JOHN F. GARRETY, Mer. 
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Copyright,W.L.Douglas Shoe Co. 
Laugh and the world laughs with you, Already Trained 
growl and the world laughs at you. The maid—Jamesy, old top, the boss is think- 
Few things are as good or as bad as we | _ing seriously of letting you men guys out, so you 
thought they would be. can do your bit for Uncle Sam. 
The Circumnavigators Club has sent The Butler—’Eavens! What could Hi do in 
me a map of the world. It seems to be the service? 
quite a large place. The maid—Just think of the swell listening- 
A growing concern is a growing post you’d make! 
concern. 
All the world shoves a loafer. Bad Brake 
The course of true love never does First politician—Why don’t we ever nomi- 
run smooth, but at least it runs its nate a dark horse nowadays? 
course. Second politican—Oh, our modern direct 
As a public man’s reputation grows he primaries run more to self starters. 
realizes how small it is. 
When a man says he will give your To the Point 
proposition consideration, hunt up a new “Ts his love affair coming to a head?” 


prospect. 


“Tt’s gone there already—he’s plumb crazy!” 
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For Foot 


Get Herman ’s comfort 


You will find 
this mark 


Uso a 
on the sole of 
all genuine 


HERMAN S 
ARMY SHOES 





scientifically 
constructed out- 
door shoes in the 
world. Every 
man who wants 
to keep his feet easy and efficient—free 
from corns, stiff joints, ingrowing nails, 
galled heels and blisters—should wear 


Herman’s Army Shoes 


Every U. 8. enlisted man wears the Munson 
style by order of the war department. 

Je have made 1,000,000 pairs for army 
wear and are supplying the great civilian de- 
mand through 8,000 stores. Ask your dealer 
to get Herman’s for you or write us for the 
name of our local representatives. Take n 
other than Herman’s. It's better looking 
and wears longe: than any other foot easing shoe at a 
like price, Look for our name and the shield trade-mark. 
Booklet Free. 


JOSEPH M. HERMAN SHOE Co. 
806 Albany Bldg. 


Boston, Mass. } 




















ROMEIKE’S "*"S.92%0""° 


We will send you all newspaper clippings which 
may appear about you, your friends, or any 
subject on which you may want to be “up-to- 
date."" Every newspaper and periodical of im- 
portance in the United States and Europe 
searched. Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 


is 














Found 
The Messy Editor has found the man who 
always said, “‘When we were on the border.” 
He’s on kitchen police now and won’t be inter- 


viewed.—Sheridan Reveille. 





He As the 


My ammunition was gone! 
German grappled with me I hit him over 
the head with my revolver! 


She 
York D 


Oh, how perfectly stunning!—New 
ion Theatre Pogrram. 


Lost 

A teamster left the barn at 8 o’clock one 
morning and returned about 10, walking and 
with no sign of mules. 

‘“Where is your team?” the stable sergeant 
asked him. 

No response. 

“Why didn’t you bring your team back?” 

“Couldn’t bring them back.” 

“Why not?” 

“One of them was sunstruck, and fell down 
and this weather is so changeable he froze to 
death before I could get him up.” —Over the Top. 











FUN FROM THE FIGHTERS 


Good Things in Our Army and Navy Publications 








The Barracks Wheeze 


By Paivate Cnet SHArer 


The Limitations of Friendship 
By Mason C. R. Youne, Schoo! of Infantry, Camp Borden, Oy. 
HE only stamp of approval that willever be 
placed on the Kaiser will be done with a 
No. 11 trench shoe worn by a buck private from 
the wild regions around Pekin, Ill. | 


Horrified musketry instructor (to Private Jerry 
O’Rourke, who is lambasting the firing bank 
with his new Springfield)—What are you doing, 
O’Rourke? Didn’t I tell you to always treat 
your rifle as your best friend? 

Private O’ Rourke—VYis, sor, tis this way I'd 
be tratin’ me bist frind if he kicked me loike 
this baste did!—Trench and Camp. 


The corporal asked the guard: 

“When did this fire go out?” 

The guard replied: 

“I don’t know, I’m sure. 
while I was on watch.” 


It didn’t pass me 
Three Meals 


— We are getting three meals a day. Indian 
meal, oatmeal and corn meal.—W adsworth Gas 
Attack. 


In a Detroit hotel a notice is headed: 
“Many are called but few get up.” 
The head on the bugler’s. card reads: 
“Many are called and all get up.” 


‘The Womanless Dance 
The manless dance has originated in the West. 
The womanless dance is the popular thing in the 
Naval Reserve.—The Naval Reserve. 


Even the fellow who knows the buttonhook 
puzzle by heart, and is a shark at sums and no 
slouch on decimals is having his troubles solving 
the gas-mask.—Trench and Camp. 


Heinie’s Chips 
Wireless 


Tony Motto, plumber and fitter, and Phinny 
Muldoon, ship’s cook, were arguing about the 
respective merits of Italy and Ireland. “In 
Italy,” said Tony, “they tore down a castle 
which had been standing for a hundred years 
and underneath it they found a lot of wires, 
showing that a hundred years ago Italy had | 
telegraph wires in use.” “That’s nothing | 
aytall,” answered Phinny. “In Ireland they 
tore down a castle and found no wires at all, 
showing we had wireless telegraphy in Ireland 
a long time before that wop, Macaroni, dis- 
covered it.” 

A Call To Loosen 

Heard at the ship’s canteen: “C’mon Bill, 

loosen up, spend some money, buy sumpin’. 








You know the Bible says a rich guy ain’t got fieBogen— 
no more chance goin’ to heaven then a camel “As You Were!”’ 
has o’ threadin’ a needle.” —Our Navy. ! —Weadsworth Gas Attack. 




















HOTEL MARTINIQUE 


Broadway, 32d Street New York 


One Block from Pennsylvania Station 





Equally Convenient for Amusements, Shopping or Business 
$2.50 PER DAY 
$3.00 PER DAY 





157 Pleasant Rooms 
with Private Bath, 


257 Excellent Rooms, with Private 
Bath, facing street, southern exposure 





Also Attractive Rooms for $1.50 
The Restaurant Prices Are Most Moderate 





600 ROOMS 
400 BATHS 
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What the Sailor Will Wear 
By Our Own 
D rite the approaching season it 


BEAUNASH 


will be proper, for the sailor who 
wishes to conform to Dame Fash- 
ion’s latest decree to retire in his under- 
garments and shoes, but the conservative 


sailor, that perfect harmonizer of style | 


and good taste, will never, never sleep i in 
his leggings. This needs hardly to be 
mentioned. 

And while on the subject of under- 
garments, a_ perfectly 
proper subject if deli- 
cately handled, it should 
be mentioned here that 
the sailor’s lingerie will 
be as always daintily and 
modestly white, though of 
a thin texture to disclose 
the lines of the figure in an 
attractive and becoming 
manner. ‘The upper body 
garment, that provocative 
little creation, will be ~ 
closed most alluringly i i 

the V of the jumper Pe 
vue paity wrist the eyes of all the world 

a to behold and admire. 
Fie on the naughty girls! How they do 
admire it! 

Of course, 





the fastidious sailor, that 
rugged defender of all that is most 
sacred in fashion, under no considera- 
tion will relinquish his inalienable right 
to don pajamas for the business of sleep- 
ing. Here the most delicious whimsy, 
an effect so altogether pleasing that one 
dares hardly breathe it, is the pink silk, 
cunningly tucked, band-stitched, free- 
flowing extravaganza, gathered round 
the wrist and ankle and full flaring at the 
throat. Could anything be sweeter! 
Many of our better socially a sailors 


will hammock in _ these 
demure little fluffs of vani- ee 
wy 


ty, but at their own risk. 
The white hat, that coy 

THAT COY LITTLE 

HALO 






little halo of nautical rak- 
ishness, under no consid- 
eration is to be found on 
the back of the head—oh, 
no! shocking even to sug- 
gest. The nose, the upper bridge of the 
nose, is the proper resting place for this 
dainty decoration. Wear it in such a 
manner so that if by some disastrous 
stroke of fortune the nose should be re- 
moved the hat would completely cover 
the eyes. This is exquisitely sea-going. 


—The Broadside. 


| 
| 


| 





Rople of culture and 
inement invaria ’ 
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to any other cigarette. 
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*‘Nor Giving in Marriage’ 
We shall not wed in heaven; 
At least I’ve heard it said. 
Which only proves that fools rush in 
Where angels fear to wed. 


Never Safe 
You may rail, if you choose at each woman you 
meet; 
But ’tis useless polemics to hurl— 
When you deem yourself perfectly safe on your feet 
You may slip on some slip of a girl. 


A Dry Drinking Song 

““What’s the matter, old chap?” 

“I’m trying to compose a rollicking grape 
juice song for an opera that has to tour the dry 
belt.” 

Probably He Did! 

He—I’ve been fighting for your hand for a 
long time, but am beginning to get discouraged! 

She—Nonsense! Press on! 


Drawing the Line 
Bill—Imitation is the sincerest flattery. 
Phil—Still, you wouldn’t want any one else 

to kiss your wife. 


Arboreally Speaking 
“That minister is an ex-prize-fighter.” 
“Oh, yes. A sort of box-elder, as it were. 


” 























Che NIGHTwear of a Nation” 





Faultless 
sae L ~ ol Shirts 





THOSE WHO CAN’T COUNT 








Ignorant Child! 
‘*Mama, who were Samson and Delilah?” 
“Dear me, child! haven’t you heard that 
opera?” 


To-Day 
Tramp (to man on porch)—Have you any 
cast-off drill-suits or overalls of your wife’s that 
I coula have? 


Modern Charity 
The Mendicant—Please, sir, will you give a 
poor man a couple of dollars to get him a bite 
to eat. 


More Camp Humor 


Proved by Statistics 
Statisticians, and dern good statisticians, too, 
statisticians with class, mind ye, have com- 
puted, or statistisched, that there is nothing, 
either in civil or military life, that is shorter- 
lived than a box from home.— Trench and Camp. 


Go Ahead, Bruce, the Cost Will be Small 

“Every girl I meet in Montgomery is wearing 
a major’s gold leaf or a captain’s bars or a lieu- 
tenant’s cross guns or something,” said Bruce 
Oyler, Co. H, ““made up my mind to have a 
jeweler make up a gold K. P. pin for my girl. 
Then she’ll think kitchen police rank some of 
these other fellows.”—Sheridan Reveille. 


Numbers 
The officials who get out the new identifica- 
tion numbers are certainly twiddling with some 
big figures. 
Think of being known as No. 2,017,888! 
AND WHAT A CATASTROPHE FOR 
AFTER 


THEY GET PAST $1.67?—Trench and Camp. 








Ah, isn’t this cute! 




















“The Curse of Drink ”’ 


This picture proved one of Judge's 
most popular subjects and has been 
reprinted, in full colors, mounted on a 
heavy mat, |! x 14, ready for the 
frame. It will be mailed post free 
for twenty-five cents, stamps. 


Judge Art Print 


Department 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 

















An Invitation 
She—Kisses are intoxicating. 
He—Let’s get soused.—Panther. 








Transferred 
He—Say, kid, but you’ve got nice red lips! 
She (later)—And really, you have nice red 
lips, too. 
He—Your lips aren’t as red as I thovght they 
were.—Gargoyle. | 


Thinking of Her 
Prof. (after explaining a very intricate theory 
of psychology)—Jones, when are you going to 
see it? 
Stude (up from his reverie about her)— Next 
week-end, I think.— Lehigh Burr. 


Qualification 
He—I swear you are the first woman I have 
ever proposed to (aside: the rest were all girls). 
—Panther. 








FREE Trial 


PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHESTS 
Your choice of 9 styles of the famous 
Piedmont genuine Southern Red Cedar 
Chests. 15 days’ free trial. We 
pay the freight. A Piedmont pro- 
teets furs, woolens and plumes 
from moths, mice dust and damp. 
Distinetively beautiful. Won- 
dertally useful and economical. Pays for itself in what it saves. Finest 
birthday or wedding gift. Write today for big Catalog. Postpaid free. 


Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co. , Dept. 40, Statesville, N. C. 
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Direct from 
Factory to Home 














One Treatment 


with Cuticura 
Clears Dandruff 


All druggists; Soap 25, Ointment 25 & 50, Talcum 25, 
| heh EF t. B, Bosto...”” 














Not Conceited 
Friend Husband—Do you think it would be 
conceited of me, dear, to say that I am a seh- 
made man? 
Friend Wife (sweetly)—Not conceited, my 
dear, merely superfluous.—A wgwan. 


A Futurity 
He—Don’t you think my mustache be- 
coming? 
She—It may be, but it hasn’t come yet.— 
Brunonian. 


Hospitality 
The Iotu Betchu Two were entertaining the 
new pledge. 
“*Mr. Arthur, do have some more ice cream.” 
“Well, thanks, but just a mouthful, please.” 
“Waiter, fill Mr. Arthur’s plate.’”’—Froth. 


The Missing Link 





Between a knitting-bag and a kimono 
—Chapanel 


Admitted 
“He’s the fastest prof. in college.” 
“I don’t think so. He admitted that he’d 
never pass me.” —Jack-o’-Lantern. 
Chase Him! 
“There’s a woman peddler at the door, sir.” 
“Chase him off. I don’t want to buy any 
women; what does he think this is, a harem?” — 
Awgwan. 
Encouraged 
“Do you think you could learn to love me, 
Christopher?” 
“Well, I passed Calculus.” —J ack-o’-Lantern. 





Witt the GllegeWits 


irrepressible, Joyous, 


trespousible 


The Original 





“*What is the Blarney Stone ?”’ 
“Oh, that’s the original Irish sham-rock.” 
—Purple Cow 
Unlucky 
First Cop—I’m an awfully unlucky guy. 
Second Cop—How’s that? 
First Cop—I raided a Turkish bath last night 
and it was.gentlemen’s night.— Panther. 


So Clever 

Caswell—-Heard about the former king of 
Portugal? 

Hope—Naw. 

Caswell—Well, he got so clever at handling a 
rifle—port arms, right shoulder, etc., that—— 

Hope—What? 

Caswell—That his folks call him Manuel.— 
Brunonian 





War Knits 
He—(after he had watched her knitting for 
an hour)—What are you knitting? 
She—I don’t know yet.—Panther. 


Alas! 
Bjones (in restaurant)—What’s good here 
tonight, waiter? 
W aiter—Cash only, sir.—Jack-o’-Lantern. 


























Hotel Marseilles 


Broadway and 103 Street Mew Work City 


A MAGNIFICENT FIREPROOF HOTEL 
SUBWAY ENTRANCE AT DOOR 


Room & Bath, $2.50 per day up 


CLIFFORD A. STORM, MGR. 








ooklet on request 








HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 
Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 

Branch Warehouses: 
30 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N.J. 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 





WRITE THE \VORDS FOR A SONG 


We write music and assist in securing publisher's ac- 
ceptance. Submit poems on war, love or any subject. 





CHESTER MUSIC COMPANY 
538 South Dearborn St., Suite 253, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 
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“ce ’ ” 
No Man’s Land 
By David Robinson 

| oe clever picture, in full colors, just as it 

appeared on the cover of a recent issue of 
JUDGE, mounted on a heavy mat, 11 x 14, ready 
for framing, makes an attractive decoration for 
any man’s “Land.” 


It will be mailed post free upon receipt of 
twenty-five cents, cash or stamps. Write 

Judge Art Print Department 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 

















Reconsideration 
By NATHAN M. LEvy 


ERS are the graces that adorn; 


In all that’s sweet no maid’s above her. 


I would the sprites that dance at morn 
Would tell Philippa how I love her. 


She is the source of all delight; 
Life’s troubles melt and fade before her. 
Would that the elves that rule the night 
Would tell Philippa I adore her. 


But whilst invoking sprite and elf 
Suppose another chap should woo her? 
I think I'll tell the maid myself 
Or send my ardent message to her. 











A Valuable Tip 


UDGE was one of the three 
most popular publications in the 
camps in a list including all the 

leading magazines. 

“The happy medium,” Judge, furnishes 
welcome relaxation for war-strung nerves. 

Stick a Ic stamp on the cover of this issue, 
according to postmaster Burleson’s advice, and 
drop in the mail; the Government will send 
it to soldiers or sailors at the front. Do this 
every week, and you’ll make life that much 
cheerier for the men in camp and “over there.” 

Or send us a dollar and a soldier’s or 
sailor’s name and address —either at camp 
or at the front—and we'll send him the next 
13 issues. Address 


Judge, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 








A War-Time Honeymoon 
By A. Water Uttinc 


OME one is going to get married, in 

S spite of the war. And the matter 

of a honeymoon is going to figure in 

the arrangements. To that some one: 

Don’t take it. Put your money into the 

service of the country and do your honey- 
mooning at home. 

How? ‘Take a correspondence course 
of travel—remain in the flat on which the 
landlord has just advanced the rent—and 
peruse time-tables and schedules and 
itineraries. 

In this way a married couple may be 
patriotic, and will actually see something, 


-even if only an account of what they 


might see. 

And was there ever a honeymooning 
couple who looked at the scenery? Her 
eyes, young man, will still be with you 
for you to look into. And near you, her 
hand to hold. Tut-tut! 

And toot-toot! For I’ve started you on 
the trip. Not a fluster to catch that 
train, was there? Nor a porter to tip. 

That’s more money to invest in Thrift 
Stamps. 

All out! For we’re at the Falls, feeling 
as fresh as a moment ago, when we 
boarded the train. Let’s look at the 
great drip. Why, it’s nothing but a lot of 
water going over the rocks! And such a 
noise! 

That part of Nature is ridiculous. The 
idea of making so much noise over the 
spilling of water! But of course the Falls 
are wonderful: as wonderful as a vacation 
without rain. 

We’ve come to the Falls, Chloe and 
Jake, because it’s a great place for honey- 
mooning. I believe Adam and Eve 
started this habit of beginning married 
life at a Fall. And they were the only 
couple who never honeymooned at 
Niagara. 

The best way to see the Falls is to go 
over them, but most people go around 
them. It’s human nature to go around 
anything when possible, instead of going 
direct to the point. 

The water falls a distance of more than 
a hundred feet at the rate of about 
ninety million gallons a minute. Wonder- 
ful? But wouldn’t it be more wonderful 
if the water fell up? 


| 
| 
| 





Cc. H. EVANS & SONS 


There’s NewDelight _ 


in an outing if you take along a supply of 


KWLLO 1A 


Evans 


NON-INTOXICATING 


Ale 


Fills the bill as nothing else will 
Up-to-Date Grocers, Druggisis and Dealers 
Established 1786 UDSON, N. Y. 










NO GOVERNMENT 
LICENSE REQUIRED 











HOTEL FLANDERS jy Vos Oi Sy 
JUST OFF BROADWAY 

The right kind of a botel in the right locality. Inthe heart of the theater district and 

adjacent tothe shopping centers. Positively fireproof. 

ceptional orchestra. 

billiard hall. 


Excellent cuisine and an ex- 

A large addition just completed, containing library, grill and 

Handsomely Furnished Rooms, Private Bath. 
$2.00 PER DAY UPWARD 

From Grand Central Station, cars marked ‘‘Broadway” without transfer; Pennsylvania 

Station, 7th Ave. cars without transfer. Bookl«t upon request. H. R. Bhares, Prop. 























The Falls is a mighty poor bathing 
place. No one goes in bathing twice 
there, and none wears a bathing suit. 
Which calls the Venus de Milo to mind: 
If Veney existed in the flesh she wouldn’t 
be worth a hurrah in Niagara-on-the- 
Plunge. No one is worth anything there 
who hasn’t a hand to hoid—or hold out. 

Take a good look at the railroad folder 
yourself. Don’t expect me to intrude 
myself on your honeymoon. I’ve got you 
started. Now take in the rest of the trip 
by yourselves. 

And when you return—that is, when 
you lay down the folder—you will have 
saved the inconvenience of travel and the 
buying of raiment, and the perplexity of 
good hotels, and the thousand incidentals. 
And have saved money, too. 

What are you going to do with the 
money I’ve enabled you to save, eh? 
More War Stamps? 

Attagirl! Attaboy! 


- Talking Shop 
“Our offices are somewhat similar,” said the 
visitor from Cambodia. ‘I see you are the 
Keeper of the Great Seal.” 
“Yes.” 
“T am Custodian of the White Elephant at 
home. How often do you feed your seal?” 
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‘‘War Babies”’ 


225 Fifth Avenue 


"THIS amusing picture in full colors, 

9x12, mounted on a heavy 
mat, ready for the frame, will be 
sent postpaid for twenty-five cents 


Judge Art Print Department 


New York City 
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Considerable 
Uncertainty 


A Word of Thanks to JUDGE from the HE clock in the 





| Fighters “Over There” DP, peng 
at Rumpus Ridge, 

REVIOUSLY to the holiday season JupGE organized Ark., was out of order, 

a movement to send comfort kits to our soldiers in and sometimes struck 

France, calling upon readers of this magazine to the hour with wild 
contribute to what was known as JuDGE’s TRENCH CuHRIST- prodigality. The other 


MAS Funp. As a result, 15,132 kits were assembled and 
packed for transit abroad, JupGe’s readers contributing 
a total of $7,543 for that purpose. Occasional notes of 
| receipt of these kits from individual soldiers came to hand, 
but no official acknowledgment of their arrival in France was 
made until it was embodied in this official letter just received: 


Office Division Steen. 
t 


irs' 


JUDGE, New York City, U.S. A. 


tTvision, A. E. F., France. 


evening while young 
Sankey Spink was call- 
ing on Miss Zanzaline, 
the eldest daughter, 
the timepiece distin- 
guished itself by clang- 
ing ninety-seven times 
in succession. 

“T’ve got to be go- 


1. General Bullard, Commanding this Division, authorizcs i 1 ey ime > 
me to express to “‘Judge’’ the thanks of the soldiers of the First ait exclaimed the 
Division, A. E. F., for the generous gift of Christmas boxes | swain. “My gosh!— 
which has just been received, containing cigarettes, smoking | F E “ . 

I never knowed it to 


tobacco and comforts. One lot of about 1,400 boxes has just 


been distributed to troops actually in the front line trenches and 
another lot of about 4,000 will go out in a few days. 

2. By combining in the recent distribution “Judge's” gifts 
i “Toss, we were 
able to give to every man in the First Division, cigars, ciga- 


with gifts of tobacco received through the Red 


rettes, and smoking tobacco. 
B. T. CLayTon, 


tain comments of general interest 


2e5 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY 


Lieut. Cel. Q. M. Corps. 


Several complaints have been received from contributors to the JupGe TRENCH 
Curistmas Funp who tthink sufficient time has elapsed in which to receive an 


ship, often take several months to reach these shores from the time of posting in 
France. Also many letters have gone astray, even been destroyed in bulk, owing 

to the upset condition of things, the sinking of ships and other war conditions. If 
those who hare received their acknowledgments of kits from any of our boys abroad | 
will send these letters to us, we will be glad to print them—especially if they con- won't believe it when 


| be so late before in 
| my life! What will 
| your Paw say?” 

“Aw, you don’t 
need to hurry,” replied 
| the maiden. “Paw 
| won’t have no idy 


acknowledgment of their individual contributions. To these we would point out | th: ime i > ris 
that the transportation of troops and munitions has been given precedence over | what time it really on 
everything eise, and that letters from our men abroad, owing to the triple censor- | He says he’s been 


fooled so often by that 
there clock that he 


it strikes, even if he 


JUDGE knows it accidentally 





happens to be right.” 








If 


Private entrance 
Corporal punishment 
Major premise 


More or Less Rank 
General information 


The Part Untold 
Parker—Newbold says his food never costs 
him more than twenty cents a day. 
Kurlsom—Does he say what it costs his rela- 
tives? 
The Explanation 
Ravenyelp—How did Garret happen to make 
a failure of Shakespearian productions? 
Biffstick—Why man, he is the guy that put 
the ‘ham’ in Hamlet. 











TRIAL 


Cut out this ad and mail it to us, with your name and address 
(no money); and we will send you our FAMOUS KARNAK RAZOR 
; PY et = ay yt You may use the razor for 30 days 
; then, you like it, pay us $1.85. If you don't like 
return it. SEND NO MONEY, ‘ does 






















MORE COMPANY, 495 More Building, St. Louis, Mo. 
HOT 


~ : : > vo 
noo, FM PITRE 
BROADWAY at 63rd Street, NEW YORK 
Mest conveniently situated hotel at popular rates in the 
‘ heart of everything. Rates single rooms, $1. Room with 
gi bath, $1.50. Parlor Bedr20m and bath (for 2)$2.50. 
rite for booklet ‘What's Going On.” P. V. LAND, Manager. 
WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME | 
simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring | 
you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and ‘How to 


Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
Patent Attorneys. Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 





To the Last Ditch 
By S. E. Kiser 


ES,” he said with terrible earnest- 
ness, “‘we’ve got to fight this war 
to the end, no matter what it costs 

in blood and money. We can’t afford to 

quit until we have crushed the Huns so 
completely that they'll never be able to 
recover—never in a thousand years.” 

“Have you asoninthe army?” sheasked. 

“No, unfortunately, I have no son; 
but if I had one I’d disown him if he were 
not fighting.” 

“Perhaps you have a daughter who is a 
Red Cross Nurse?” 

“I’m sorry to say that I haven’t any 
daughter. If I had one, you may be 
sure that she would be making herself 
useful in the best way possible.” 

“I suppose you have brothers who are 
in the army?” 

“TI wish I had, but I never was lucky 
enough to havea brother. I tell you, we’ve 
not only got to beat those beasts to their 
knees, but we’ve got to smash them com- 
pletely, no matter what the cost may be. 
Even if they agreed to restore the countries 
they’ve overrun and do away with their 
militarism forever, we couldn’t afford to 
quit without making them pay doubly, yes, 
trebly, in suffering for the suffering they 
havecaused. We’ve got to keepontill we’ve 
done that, no matter what it may cost 
us to get the revenge that’s due us. We 

















JUDE 


can well afford to sacrifice every man we 
have sent to war, for that high purpose.” 

“Undoubtedly you have _ invested 
heavily in Liberty Bonds.” 

“No. It happens that I require all my 
money to carry on my business. You gee 
the war has opened up opportunities for 
making big money if a man happens tohave 
ready capital. The Liberty Bonds are good 
things for people who lack the business 
experience that would make it advisable 
to go into other things. I did put aside 
$3,000 that I was going to buy bonds 
with, just as a patriotic act, but I had a 
chance to buy a $5,000 car at a bargain, 
and I decided that it would be foolish to 
overlook a good thing merely for the sake 
of a little cheap sentiment.” 

“IT can appreciate your feeling. I sup- 
pose you are paying enough in the way of 
income taxes, anyhow, to——’’ 

“Please don’t mention that subject to 
me. There’s the greatest outrage that ever 
was perpetrated ona free people. It’s such 
things that make a man feel sometimes as 
if the kind of a government we’ve got is 
hardly worth fighting for, after all.” 





HELP WANTED—MALE 


WANTED.—Four medium-height gentlemen for Jaykobeens 
Salon du Robes, to work as mannequins and wear our 
latest creations for display to our women customers. Must 
have perfect figure. Ask for Mrs. Armstrong. 
MANICURE MEN.—We have three positions open in our 
parlors for dainty manicure men of experience. Small 
salary. Our clientele being an exclusive set of ladies, the tips 
are lavish. Apply noon, Hotel Femm. 
WANTED.—Nursemen—sedate, middle-aged men preferred 
who have no interest in policewomen, letter carrierettes or 
chauffeurines. Elite Employment Agency, Hytone Building. 
SITUATION WANTED.—By middle-aged gentleman of 
refinement. Will go to Baas home and hold skeins of yarn. 
Fifty cents the hour. XZV 27. 
BOYS LEARN A GOOD TRADE.—Golden opportunity for 
boys to become self-supporting. We teach you the milli- 
nery trade. Begin as hat deliverers, hat holders, mirror hold- 
ers, etc. After six months we take you into the trimming 
department. Small salary to begin. Beancover Co., corner 
Fifth Ave. 
PARLORMAN.—Wanted at once, attractive, neat, trust- 
worthy parlorman. Caps and aprons furnished. Bring 
reference from your last place. Jane Doughby, the Cattery, 
L. I. 


























1 TEACH EMBROIDERY.—Classes in fancy stitches, tat- 
ting, crocheting, knitting, Mexican drawn work, etc., etc. 
Write or phone for terms. Mr. John J. Kelley, Suite 21, 
Haliton Apartments. 
AT ONCE.—For private secretary, man of experience. Must 
be able to properly rebuff the women agents who call. No 
triflers. Married man ——-. Must not object to my 
smoking or use of exp losive language. Address Mrs. J. 
Strongminde, Commission Merchant, T. 87. 
LADIES!—Learn to dance. Do not neglect this opportunity. 
Remember the men love women who can dance gracefully. 
We introduce you to charming men to dance with. No men 
may be spoken to without an introduction. Only respectable 
women apply. Bon-Ton Dancing Parlor. 
STITCHERS.—We have jobs for six men in our lingerie 
stitching department. E Clare Negligee Company. 
MODEL.—Of experience, wants work with some noted 
artist. He has posed for some of our leading magazine cover 
artists. Perfect figure. Michael Redding, George Washing- 
ton Hotel. 
FOR THE PONY BALLET.—Small men needed for the 
Jollies Revu, five feet four and under, must be 
dancers, good lookers and good form. Apply Mrs. Smythe, 
Director. 
DEMONSTRATORS.—We need bright men in every state 
to represent our company and demonstrate our face lotions, 
wrinkle eradicators, permanent wave fluid, rouge and other 
toilet accessories. Apply the Dope-Phiz Co. 


MANNISH STYLES FOR MEN.—On Saturday we are 
exhibiting our latest styles in mannish clothes for men, 
something daring, something novel; really plain patterns, 
straight lines. Joessel & Cie. 
PRIVATE TUTOR.—Wanted, gentleman qualified for pr 
vate tutor who will have a refined influence over our three 
boys who are becoming deplorably rough and feminine 
through playing with their sisters. Mr. & Mrs. De Stile. _ 
HOUSEKEEPERS.— Gentlemen, let us find good positions 
for you. The demand for competent and gentlemanly 
housekeepers is increasing. Godéd wages. Home Employ- 
ment Lyceum. i ; 
DOLL DRESSERS.—Good jobs for men of all ages | No 
experience necessary, dress the dolls as you did in child- 
hood. We aim for individuality. O. Joie Toy Co. 
THE PURPLE ROSE TEA ROOM.—For men only. | Te 
and cakes from 3 to 7 P.M. daily. Bring your embroidery- 
Large social parlors. 40 West Steenth St. 
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A DOMESTIC TRAGEDY 


Why does the poor fellow who really deserves the best 
usually get the worst of it in the matrimonial lottery? Mau- 
passant, whose stories picture all sorts and conditions of life, 
and all kinds of men and women, from the best to the basest, 
with a relentless realism, has made the man who treads the 
Via Dolorosa of the deceived husband the subject of one of 
his best novelettes, that grips one with hooks of steel in the 
intensity of its passion and anguish. 


Why should the possession of a little money make a worthy 
man the legitimate prey of a scheming woman? Why is it 
that nothing reveals to upright hearts the deceits of infamous 
hearts? How is it that voices have the same sound for adoring 
as for lying? Why is a false, deceptive look the same as a 
sincere one? These are the reflections of the injured husband 
when, after years of fancied domestic security, the awful 
truth is borne home to him and the storm bursts. 


Maupassant does not moralize. 


In the wonderful pictures he gives of 


the world he lived in virtue is praised and vice is condemned rather by events 


and action. 


If he is terribly real, and the nudity of his human nature is 


startling in its effect, it is because his stories mirror life as he found it. 


THE COMPLETE WORKS OF GUY DE MAUPASSANT 





A SPECIALLY LOW BEFORE-PUBLICATION PRICE 


UNABRIDGED AND UNEXPURGATED 
A Fine Library Edition 
The bea iful full page frontispiece illustrations 
ave bee) os ally made for the VERDUN EDITION 
y the talented artist, J. E. Allen. This is the only 
I) h tran ae n of Vaupa 


erpret hi tories pictortally with strict 


sant containing 1 llus- 


Piri of the text 
piri t text. 


17 Volumes in Rich Cloth Binding 


Each Volume 8!1{ x 5'4 inches 


Big, Clear 12 Point Type on 
Pure White Antique Paper 


5,500 Pages That Will Hold You Chained by the Hour 


347 Stories, Novels, Novelettes, Poems, Dramas. 
k-ntertainment for a Thousand and One Nights. 
Love and Life in Strange Lands—Paris, The 
Orient, The African Hinterland. Stories of 
War, Crime, Mystery and Horror. 

Send Today to Get the Benefit of the Before-Publica- 


tion Price 


REALISM UNALLOYED 


Maupassant presented only what he had actually 
observ ed. 


The petty meannesses of human nature and the 
passions—lust and cupidity—which stir most men 
and women to action did not stay his impartial hand 
so long as this ugly side of humanity existed. Piti- 
less as is his art, at times he surprises us with a 
touch of tender pathos in which we recognize the 
warm heart of a fellowman. 


As the supreme master in what is one of the most 
dificult forms of art—the short story—Maupas- 
sant’s fame has extended into all civilized lands. 
Tolstoy marveled at the depth of human interest he 
found in his stories; Andrew Lang declared he 
found in him “the tenderness of Fielding, the 
graphic power of Smollett, the biting satire of Dean 
Swift, mingled and reincarnated in Gallic guise” 
and Henry James hailed him as “a man of geniu S 
who had achieved the miracle of a fresh tone.’ 


ALP ul 


READY IN A FEW DAYS 


By the time your order can reach us the 17 volumes 
will have been delivered to the binder. Every day’s 
delay means a substantial increase in price to you. The 
response to this before-publication offer will enable us 
to estimate the size of our order for binding. We give 
before-publication subscribers the benefit of the saving 
we make by ordering in quantity 

$1. oo NOW AND COUPON 
secures your set at the present before-publication in 
stalment price of $19.00. Then payments of $1.50 (or 
more) a month after you receive the books. Subscrip- 
tions filled in the order in which received. 

Preference in order of shipment naturally given to sub- 
scriptions accompanied by the present before-publication 
cash price, $18.00. Books delivered charges prepaid. 

MONEY BACK IF anal SATISFIED 
G2 © ae @ Ge oe @ ee 6 6 —_—_———— 
BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION co. J-5-18-18 
1116 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 

I enclose $1.00 first payment on the 17-volume set of 
the Verdun Edition of Maupassant to secure my copy at 
the present before-publication price, $19.00, which I agree 
to remit at the rate of $1.50 (or more) a month following re- 
ceipt of books. Otherwise I will within five days ask for 
instructions for their retufn, at your expense, my $1.00 to 
be refunded on their receipt. 


Name 
Address 
Occupation 
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STRAIGHTAWAY 
Easing up the straightaway or twisting over the 
hills you are sure of your motor if it is guarded MCCARTHY 
from friction ills by POLARINE, The Standard 
Oil for All Motors. 
Every drop pure lubrication. Weather changes 
do not affect it; severe conditions of tempera- 
ture and engine speed do not destroy its body. 
Reduces friction; lessens wear; saves power 
losses and prolongs motor life. 
Look for the SOCONY Sign— it points the 
way to the best motor oil and gasoline, and a 
reliable dealer. 


STANDARD OIL CO. OF NEW YORK 
NEW YORK ties ALBANY 
BUFFALO BOSTON 




































































